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Enter  Barr  akdO)  and  F&ancisco, 
two  Sentinels. 


Hofe  there  ? 

Nayanfwermc.  Stand  and  vnfold  your 
felfe. 

Long liue  the  King. 

B*rn*rdo. 

'Bar.  ttcc. 


Tfa  Tragedie  o/Hamlet 

Fran.  You  come  moft  carefully  vpon  your  houre. 

Bar.  'Tis  now  ftrookc  tweluc,  get  thee  to  bed  Vranctfce* 

Fran.  For  this  rehefe  muchthank$,tis  bitter  cold* 
And  I  am  tick  at  heart. 

Bar.  Haue  you  had  quiet  guard  < 

Fran.  Not  a  Moufe  Itirring. 

Bar.  Well,  goodnight: 
If  you  doe  meet  Horatio  and  Marcellm. 
The  riualls  of  ray  watch,  bid  them  make  halt. 

Enter  Horatio  and  Mar* 
Ct\lH4. 

Vrancifcor  I  thinkc  I  heare  them  9  (land  bo  ,  who  is 
there  ? 

Hera.  Friends  to  this  ground. 
Mar.  And  Lcegemcn  to  the  Dane. 
Fran.  Giue  you  good  night. 

LMarcellm.  O  ,  farewell  honeft  Souldiers ,  who  hath  re. 
iieu'd  you? 

Fran.  Bernardo  hath  my  place ;  giue  you  good  nighc.£#/f  Fran0 

AlarMolWSBamard*. 

Bar.  Say  what,  is  Horatio  there  ? 

Hora.  Apecccof  him. 

Bar.  Welcome  Horatio9  welcome  good  MarceUas. 

Hora.  What  ha-s  this  thing  appear  d  againe  to  night  I 

Bar.  I  haue  feene  nothing. 

LMar,  Horatio  fayes'tis  but  a  fantafie, 
And  w  11  not  let  beliefe  take  hold  of  him, 
Touching  this  dreaded  fight  twice  fecne  of  vs, 
Therefore  I  haue  intreated  him  along, 
With  vs  to  wajch  the  minutes  of  this  night, 
That  if  againe  this  apparition  come, 
He  may  approue  our  eyes  and  fp  cake  to  it., 

Hora.  Tufli,Tu(h,  'twill  not  appeare. 
,  Bar.  Sit  downe  a  while, 
And  let  vs  once  againe  affaile  your  cares, 

That 


Prince  of  Denmarfcc 

That  are  fo  fortified  againft  our  ftory, 
What  we  haue  two  nights  feene. 

Hars.  Well,  fit  we  downe, 
And  let  vs  heare  Harvard*  fpeake  of  this* 

Bar.  Lai*  night  of  all, 
When  y  ond  fame  Oar  thats  Weft  ward  from  the  Pole; 
Had  made  his  courfe  t'illumin  that  part  of  heauen 
Where  now  it  burncs,  t^MarteUm  and  my  felfe 
The  Bell  then  beating  one. 

Enter  GhoU. 

Mar.  Peace  break  e  thee  offlookc  where  it  comci  againe, 

Bar.  In  the  fame  figure  like  the  Kingthats  dead. 

Mar,  Thou  art  a  Scholler  fpeake  to  it  Horatio. 

Hera.  Moft  like,  ic  horrowes  me  with  feare  and  wonder. 

Bar.  It  would  be  (poke  to. 

Mar.  Speake  to  it  Horatio 

Mora.  What  art  thou  that  vfurpft  this  time  of  night, 
Together  with  that  faire  and  watlike  forme, 
In  which  the  Maiefty  of  buried  Denmark? 
Did  fomtimes  march:by  heauen  1  charge  thee  fpcak. 
Mar.  Ic  is  offended. 
Hay.  See  it  ftaukes  away. 
Hora.  Stay,  fpeake,  Ipcakc  I  charge  thee  fpea&e. 

•  ^>biiq  iieium?  Iloni «  vd no  j>(5t  :  0151" 
Exit  G  bo  ft* 

Mar.  Tis  gone  and  will  not  anfwere. 

Bar.  How  now  Horatto,you  tremble  &  look  pale, 
Is  not  this  fomething  more  then  phantafic  ? 
What  thin  ke  you  of  1 1  ? 

Hora.  Before  my  God  I  might  not  this  beleeue, 
Without  the  fenfible  and  true  auouch 
Ofmincowneeies. 


Man 


The  TragtdieofUzmlQt 

Mar.  Is  it  not  like  the  King? 

Hota.  As  thou  art  to  thy  fcife  : 
Such  was  the  very  Armor  he  had  on, 
When  he  the  ambitious  Norway  cotnbatcd, 
So  frownd  he  once  when  in  an  angry  parle 
He  fmote  the  (leaded  Pollax  on  the  ice. 
Tis  Grange. 

Mar.  Thus  twice  before  and  iampe  at  this  dead  houre, 
With  tylartiall  ftauke  hath  he  goncbyour  watch. 

Hora.  In  what  particular  thought,  to  worke  Iknow  not, 
But  in  the  groffe  and  fcopeofmine  opinion. 
This  bodes  fome  Grange  eruption  to  our  ftate. 

Mar.  Good  now  fit  downe,  and  tell  me  he  that  knowes. 
Why  this  fame  ftri&  and  moft  obferuant  watch 
So  nightly  toiles  the  fubie&  of  the  Land, 
And  with  fuch  daily  cod  of  brazen  Cannon 
And  forraine  Mart  for  Implements  of  warre, 
Why  fuch  impreffeof  (hip-fwright$,  whofeforc  taske 
Docs  not  diuide  the  Sunday  from  the  wecke, 
What  might  be  toward,  that  this  fweatiehafte 
Doth  make  the  night  ioint  labour  with  the  day, 
Who  ift  that  can  inforrne  me  ? 

Hora.  That  can  I. 
Atleaftthe  whifper  goes  fo,  our  laft  King, 
Whofc  Image  cuen  but  now  appeared  to  ys, 
Was  as  you  know  by  FonirfoaffcoiNorveay% 
Thereto  prickc  on  by  a  moft  emulate  pride. 
Dar'd  to  the  combatc;  i^Which  our  valiant  Hamlet, 
(For  fo  this  fide  of  our  kno  wne  world  cfteem'd  him) 
Did  (lay  this  Fortinbrajfc,  who  by  a  fcald  compact 
Well  ratified  by  Law  and  HeraUtie 
Did  forfait  (with  his  lite)  all  thefe  his  lands 
Which  he  flood  feai'd  of,  to  the  conqucrour. 
Againft  the  which  a  moity  competent 
Was  gaged  by  our  King,  which  had  returns 
To  the  inheritance  of  Fortinbraffe, 


Had 


Yrincttf  Denrmrfce. 

Hid  he  bin  vanquiflier;  as  by  the  fame  comart, 

And  carriage  of  the  Articles  defigne, 

His  fell  to  Hamlet i  now  Sir,yongF*r/i»*M/<? 

Of  vnimprooued  mettle,  hot  and  full, 

Hath  in  the  skirts  of  Norway  here  and  there 

Sharkt  yp  a  lift  oflawleffe  refolutcs 

For  food  and  diet  to  fome  entcrprize 

That  hath  a  ftomake  in'r,  which  no  other 

As  it  doth  well  appcare  mro  our  Mate 

But  to  recouer  of  ys  by  ftrong  hand 

And  tearmes  compulfatery,  thofe  forefaid  lands 

So  by  his  father  loll ;  and  this  I  cake  it, 

Is  the  mainemotiueof  our  preparations 

The  fource  of  this  our  watch,  and  the  chkfe  head 

Of  this  poft-hafte  and  roroeage  in  the  land. 

Bar.  Ithinkeit  be  ho  other  but  euen  fo ; 
Well  may  it  fort  that  thisporcentous  figure 
Comes  armed  through  our  watch  fo  like  the  King 
That  was  and  is  the  queftion  of  thefe  wanes. 

Hora.  A  mote  it  is  to  trouble  the  minds  eie  : 
In  the  moft  high  and  palmy  ftate  of  Rome, 
A  little  ere  the  raigbtieft  lulius  fell 
The  graues  ftood  tennantleffe,and  the  fticeted  dead 
Didfqueakc  and  gibber  in  the  Reman  ftreets 
As  ttarres  with  traines  of  fire,  and  dewes  of  Woud 
Difafters  in  the  Sun;  and  the  moift  ftarre, 
Vpon  whofc  influence  Nepunes  Empire  ftands, 
Was  fick  almoft  to  Doomefday  with  eclipfe 
And  euen  the  like  precurfe  of  fierce  euents, 
As  Harbingers  preceding  Mill  the  fates 
And  Prologue  to  th?  Omen  comming  on 
Haue  Heauen  and  Earth  together  demonftratcd 
Vnto  our  Climatures  and  Countrimen. 

Enter  Ofoft. 
But  foft,  behold,  lo  where  it  comes againe 


The  Tragtiie  o/Hamlet 

Tie  cr  offc  it  chough  ic  blaft  me :  ftay  illufion,  It  Jpreadt 
If  thou  haft  any  found  or  vfe  of  voice,  his  armes* 

Speake  to  me,  if  there  be  any  good  thing  to  be  done 
That  may  to  thee  doe  eafe  and  grace  co  me, 
Speake  tome. 

If  thou  art  priuie  to  thy  Countries  fate 
Which  happily  foreknowing  may  aubid, 
O  fpeake  : 

Or  if  thou  hail  vphoorded  in  thy  life 

Extorted  treaiure  in  the  wombe  of  earth, 

For  which  they  fay  your  fpirits  ofc  vyalke  in  death.    The  Cocke 

Speake  of  it,  ftay  and  fpeake,  ft  op  it  Marcelltu.  crows. 

Mar,  Shall  I  ftrike  it  with  my  partizan  ? 

Hor.  Doe  if  it  will  not  ftand. 

Bar.  Tis  heere. 

Hor.  Tis  heere. 

Mar.  Tis  gone, 
We  doe  it  wrong  being  fo  Maicfticall 
To  offer  it  the  (how  of  violence,  . 
For  it  is  as  the  aire,  invulnerable, 
And  ourvaine  blowes,malicious  mockery. 
*Bar\i  was  about  to  fpeak  when  the  cock  crew. 
Hot.  And  then  it  ftartcd  like  a  guilty  thing, 
Vpon  a  fearfull  fummena;  Thaue  heard, 
The  Cock  that  is  the  Trumpet  to  the  mornc, 
Doth  with  his  loftie  and  flirill founding  throat 
Awake  the  God  of  day,  and  at  his  warning 
Whether  in  Sea  or  Fire,  in  Earth  or  Aire, 
Th*  extrauagant  and  erring  fpirit  hies 
To  his  confine,  and  of  the  truth  heercin 
This  prcfent  obiedt  made  probation. 

Mar.  It  faded  on  the  crowing  of  the  Cock, 
.Some  fay  thateuer  gainft  that  feafon comes, 
Wherein  our  Sauiours  birth  is  celebrated 
This  bird  of  dawning  (ingeth  all  night  long, 
And  then  they  fay  no  fpirit  dare  ftirre  abroad 
The  nights  are  wholfome,then  noPlanets  ftrike, 
NcFaiiy  takcs,nor  witch  hath  power  to  charmc 

So 


Prince of Dcnrmrke. 

Sohaflowed  and  fo  gracious  is  that  time. 

Ht.  So  hauc  I  heard  and  doc  in  part  beleeue  it 
But  lookc  the  morne  in  mffct  mantle  clad 
Walkes  ore  the  dew  of  yon  high  Eaftward  hill: 
Break e  we  our  watch  rp  and  by  my  aduife, 
Let  vs  impart  what  we  hauc  feene  to  night 
Vnc  o  young  Hamlet,  for  vpon  my  life 
This  fpirit  dumbe  to  ys,  will  fpeake  to  him : 
Doc  you  confent  wc  (hall  acquain  t  him  with  it 
As  needfull  in  our  loues  fitring  our  dutic. 

Mar.  Lctsdoo't  I  pray,  and  I  this  morning  know 
Where  wc  (hall  find  him  moft  conuenient.  Exeun^ 

vi  bio  c?  gtftrerr^  ydi^o  < •.iruvd  tc* 
Tltntjh.  Enter  Claudius,  Km£  of  Denmark*,  Ger trad  the 
Quteue,  fimnfait* :  as  Polomusysind  his  5****  Laer- 
tes, Hamlet,  emma/gs. 

Claud.  Though  yet  of  Hamlet  our  de are  brothers  death 
The  memory  begrecne,  and  that  it  vs  befitted 
To  bcare  our  hearts  in  gricfe  &  our  whole  kingdom, 
To  be  contra  #ed  in  one  brow  of  woe, 
Yet  fo  far  hath  difcretion  fought  with  nature* 
That  wc  with  wifeftforrow  thinkc  on  him 
Together  With  remembrance  of  our  felucs : 
Thcicfore  our  fometime  Sifter, now  oar  Qu eerie 
Th*  Imperiall  ioyntreffe  to  this  warlike  State 
Haue  we  as  twerc  with  a  defeated  ioy 
With  an  aufpitious,  and  a  dropping  eye, 
With  mirth  in  funeral],  and  with  dirge  in  manage, 
In  equall  fcale  weighing  delight  and  dole 
Taken  to  wife:  nor  hauc  we  herein  bard 
Your  better  wifdomcs,  which  haue  freely  gone 
With  this  affiirc  along  (for  all  our  thankes) 
Now  follow  cs  that you\now  young  Fmmkraffe9 
Holding  a  weake  fuppofall  of  our  worth 
Or  thinking  by  our  late  dearc  brothers  death 
Our  ft  ate  to  be  difioy  r  t,  and  out  of  frame 
Collegtied  with  this  dreame  of  his  advantage 
He  hath  not  faild  to  peftcr  ys  with  mcflage 

B  Im~ 


The  Tragtdie  of  Hamlet 

Importing  the  furrender  of  thofe  Lands 
Loft  by  his  father,  with  all  bands  of  Law 
To  our  moft  valiant  brother,  fo  much  fpr  him : 
Now  for  our  fclfc,  and  for  this  time  of  meetings 
Thus  much  the  bufineffe  is, we  hauc  here  writ 
To  Norway  Vncle  of  young  Fortenbrajps 
Who  impotent  and  bedred  fcarcely  hcares 
Of  this  his  Nephewes  purpofe;  to  fupprefle 
His  further  gate  hcrdt1>Hl  that  the  leuies, 
The  lifts,  and  full  proportions  are  all  made 
Out  of  his  fubieft,  and  we  here  difparch 
You  good  Cvrndtus%  and  you  Valtcmand, 
For  bearers  of  this  greeting  to  old  Norway 
Giuidgto  you  no  further  perfonall  power 
To  bufiocfie  with  the  King,  more  then  the  fcope  - 
Ofchcfe  delated  Articles  allow : 
Farewell,  ar^d  let  your  haft  commend  your  dutie. 

€or.  Vo.  In  that,  and  all  chings  will  we  (hew  our  duty0 

King.  We  doubt  ic  nothing,  hartiiy  farewell. 
And  now  Laertes  whats  the  ncwes  with  you? 
You  told  vs  of  fome  fute,  what  ift  Laertes  !, 
You  cannot  fpcake  of  reafoa  to  the  Dane 
And  lofeyour  voice;  what  wou\d\\%houbcg  Laertes? 
That  ftiail  not  be  my  offer,  not  thy  asking, 
The  head  is  not  more^atiuf.to  the  heart 
The  hand  more  inftxumcntail  to  the  mouth 
Then  is  the  throne  of  Dsnmartke  to  thy  father, 
What  would'ft  thou  hauc  L/term  f 

Lar.  My  dread. kord. 
Your  leauc  and  fauour  to  ref  urne  to  France, 
From  whence  though  willingly  I  came  to  Dcnmarkf* 
To  fhew  my  dutie  irtyour  Coronation; 
Yet  now  I  muft  confeffe,  that  dutie  done 
My  thoughts  and  withes  bend  againe  toward  France, 
And  bow  them  to  your  gracious  leauc  and  pardon. 

King.  Haue  you  your  fathers  leaue,  what  faies  Polonim  ? 

Polo.  He  hath  my  Lord  vyrung  from  rae  my  flow  leauc 
By  labourfome  petition,  and  at  laft 
Vpon  his  will!  feald  my  bard  confcntft 


Prince  a/Denmarkc: 

I  doc  bcfeech  you  giue  him  lcaue  to  goc 

Kmg .  Take  thy  faire  boure  Laertes,  time  be  thine, 
And  thy  beft  graces  fpend  it  at  thy  will  ^ 
But  now  my  Coufin  Hamlet,  andfmy  fonne* 

Ham.  A  little  more  then  kin,  and  lefle  then  kind. 
King.  How  is  it  that  the  clouds  ftill  hang  on  you/ 
Ham.  Not  fo  much  my  Lord,  I  am  too  much  in  the  Tonne*" 
Qucene.  Good  Hamlet  caft  thy  flighted  colour  off 
And  let  thine  eie  looke'like  a  friend  on  Denmarke, 
Doe  not  for  cucr  with  thy  vailed  lids, 
Seeke  for  thy  noble  father  in  the  duft, 
Thou  know'ft  tis  common  all  that  Hues  muftdie, 
Pafling  through  nature  to  eternitie. 
Ham.  I  Madam,  it  is  common. 
Quee*  If  it  be, 
Why  fcemes  it  foperticuler  with  thee,  a, 

Ham.  Seemes  Madam, nay  it  is,I  knownot  feemes, 
Tis  not  alone  my  inkie  cloke  could  fmother, 
Nor  cuftomarie  Sutes  of  folemne  blacke, 
Nor  windie  fufpiration  of  forft  breath, 
No,  nor  the  fruitfull  Riuer  in  the  cic, 
Nor  the  deiecled  hauiour  of  the  vifage, 
Together  with  all  formes,  moods,  fhape*  of  griefe 
That  can  deuoute  me  truly,  thefe  indeed  feeme, 
For  they  are  actions  that  a  man  might  play, 
But  I  haue  that  within  which  paflcs  fhe  w, 
Thefe  but  the  trappings  and  the  fu  ices  of  woe. 

King.  Tis  fwect  and  commendable  in  your  nature  H4mlett 
To  giue  thefe  mourning  duties  to  your  father, 
Butyoumuft  know  your  father  loft  a  father. 
That  father  loft,  loft  his,  and  the  furuiuci  bound 
In  filliall  obligation  for  fome  tearme 
To  doe  obfequious  forrowes,  bur  to  pcrfeuer 
In  obftinate  condolement,  is  a  courfe 
Of  impious  ftubbornnefle,tis  vnmanly  griefe, 
It  (hewes  a  will  moft  incorrecl  to  Heauen, 
A  heart  vnfortified,  or  minde  impatient, 
An  vnderftanding  ftmple  and  vnfchoold, 
For  what  we  know  muft  be,  and  is  as  common 

B  2.  As 
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A?  any  the  moft  vulgar  thing  to  fence, 
Why  fbould  we  in  our  peeuifb  opp ofition 
Take  it  to  heart,  fie,  tis  afauit  to  heauen, 
A  fault  againft  the  cfcad,  a  fault  to  nature, 
To  reafon  mod  abitird,  whofe  common  theame 
Is  death  of  fathers,  and  who  dill  hath  cryed 
From  the  firft  courfe,  till  he  that  died  to  day 
This  mutl  be  fo :  we  pray  you  throw  to  earth 
This  vnpreuailing  woe,  and  tbinke  of  vs 
As  of  a  father,  for  let  the  World  take  note 
You  are  the  moft  immediate  to  our  throne, 
And  withnolcfTetiobiliHeofloue 
Then  that  which  dearcft  father  beares  his  fonne, 
Doe  I  imp  art  toward  you  for  your  intent, 
In  going  backe  to  fchoole  to  Wittenberg 
It  is  moft  retrograd  to  our  defirc, 
And  we  befcech  you  bend  you  to  remaine 
He  ere  in  the  cheare  and  comfort  of  our  eic, 
Our  chiefeft  Courtier,  Coufm  [  and  our  fennc. 

Qttm  Let  not  thy  mother  loofe  her  praiers  Hamlet  > 
I  pray  thee  Hay  with  vs ,  goe  not  to  Witttnberg. 

Ham.  I  fliall  in  all  my  belt  obay  you  Madame* 

King.  Why,  tis  a  louing  and  a  faire reply, 
Be  as  our  felfe  in  Denmar^et  Madame  come, 
This  gentle  and  vnfore'd  accord  of  Hamlet 
Sits  fmiling  to  my  heart,  in  grace  whereof, 
No  iocond  health  that  Denmark*  drtnkes  to  day, 
But  the  great  Canon  to  the  cloudei  (hall  tell. 
And  the  Kings  rowfc  the  Heauen  fhal  brute  againe, 
Refpcaking  earthly  thunder;  come  away.    Fhm^h.  Exeunt  aU. 

Haw.O  that  this  too  too  fallied  flefk  would  mclr,but  Hamlet 
Thaw  and  refolue  it  felfe  into  a  dew, 
Or  that  thceuerlafting  had  not  fixt 
His  Cannon  gainft  feale  (laughter,  O  God  ,God, 
How  wary,  ftale,  flat,  and  vnprofitable 
Sceme  to  me  all  the  vfeaof  this  World  ? 
Fie  on't,  ah  fie,  tis  an  vn  weeded  Garden, 
That  growes  to  fecd,things  ranke  &  grofle  in  natttw, 
Pofleffe  it  mccrely  that  it  fliouid  come  thus 

But 


But  cwo  moneths  de  ad,  nay  not  fo  much,  not  two, 

So  excellent  a  King,  that  was  to  this 

Hyperion  to  a  Satyre,  fo  lotiing  to  my  mother, 

That  he  might  not  beteeme  the  winds  of  Heauen 

Vifit  her  face  too  roughly :  heauen  and  earth 

Muft  I  remember,  why  flic  fliould  hang  on  him 

As  if  increafe  of  appetite  had  growne 

By  what  it  fed  on,  and  yet  within  a  moncth, 

Let  me  not  thinke  on't ;  frailtie  thy  name  is  woman 

A  little  month.  Or  ere  thofe  fliooes  were  old 

With  which  (he  followed  my  poorc  fathers  bodie 

Like Niohe  all  teares,  why  fhee 

O  God  !  a  beaft  that  wants  difcourfe  of  reafon 

Would  haue  mourn'd  longer,maried  with  my  Vncle, 

My  fathers  brother,  but  no  more  like  my  rather 

Then  I  to  Hercules,  within  a  monerh, 

Ere  yet  the  fait  of  moft  vnrighteous  teares 

Had  left  the  fl  ufhing  in  her  gauled  cies 

She  married  Oh !  moft  wicked  fpeed ;  to  port 

With  fuch  dextcritic  to  ineeftious  (heets, 

It  is  not,  nor  it  cannot  come  to  good, 

But  breake  my  heart  for  I  mart  hold  my  tongue* 

Enter  Horatio  %  CMarccllw  and  Bernardo1* 

Hora.  HailetoyourLordfhip.  (felfe. 

Ham.  I  am  glad  to  feeyou  well ;  Horath  ,  or  I  doc  forget  my 

Hora.  The  lame  my  Lord,  and  your  poore  fern  am  cuer. 

Ham.  Sir  my  good  friend,  He  change  that  name  with  you, 
And  what  make  you  from  Wttunbtrg,  H%rmiot 
Marcelltes* 

Mar.  My  good  Lord. 

Ham.  Iam  very  glad  to  fee  you  (good  euen  fit) 
But  what  in  faith  make  you  from  Wtttenberg  I 

Hora*  A  truant  difpofition  good  my  Lord. 

Ham.  I  would  not  heare  your  enemie  fay  fo, 
Nor  fhall  you  doe  my  eare  that  violence 
To  make  it  trufter  of  your  owne  report 
Againi*  your  fclfe,  I  know  you  are  no  truant, 
But  what  is  your  affjire in  Elfonowe  ? 
Weele  teach  you  for  to  drinke  ere  you  depart. 

B  3  H*t€U 
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Tfora.  My  Lord,  I  came  to  fee  your  fathers  funeral. 

Ham.  I  prethee  doc  not  mock  me  fellow  ftudent, 
I  thihke  it  was  to  my  mothers  wedding. 

flora.  Indeed  my  Lord  it  followed  hard  vpon. 

//4Jw#Thrifc,thrift,^r^ifl,the  funeral  bak-t  meats 
Did  coldly  furniih  forth  the  marriage  tables, 
Would  I  had  met  my  deareft  fee  in  Heaucn 
Or  euer  I  had  fecne  that  day  Horatio, 
My  father  me  thinkes  I  fee  my  father. 

Hora.  Where  my  Lord? 

Ham.  In  my  minds  cie  Horatio. 

Hora.  I  faw  him  once,  a  was  a  goodly  King. 

Ham.  A  was  a  man  take  him  for  all  in  all 
*T  (hall  not  looke  vpon  his  like  againe. 

Hora*  My  Lord, I  thinke  I  faw  him  yefternight. 

Ham.  Saw, who? 

Hora*  My  Lord  the  King  your  father. 

Ham.  The  King  my  father? 

Hora.  Seafon  your  admiration  for  a  while 
With  an  attentiue  earetill  I  may  deliuer 
Vpon  the  witneffe  of  thefc  Gentlemen 
This  maruaile  to  you. 

Ham.  For  Gods  loue  let  mcheare? 

Hora.  Two  nights  together  had  thefe  Gentlemen, 
MarceUtu*  and  "Barnardo,  on  their  watch, 
In  the  dead  vaft  and  middle  of  the  night 
Beene  thus  incountrcd,  a  figure  like  your  father 
Armed  at  point,  exa&ly  Cap  apca 
Appeares  before  them,  and  with  folemne  march, 
Goes  flow  and  rtately  by  them;  thrice  he  walkc 
By  their  oppreft  and  fcare  furprized  eies, 
Within  this  trnnchions  length,  whil'ft  they  diftill'd 
Almoft  to  gelly,  with  the  a&  of  feare 
Stand  dumbe  and  fpeake  not  ro  him;  this  to  me, 
In  drcadfull  fecrecie  impart  they  did, 
And  I  with  them  the  third  night  kept  the  watch, 
Whereas  they  had  deliuered  both  in  time, 
Forme  of  the  thing,  each  word  made  true  and  good, 
The  apparition  monies  ;I  knew  your  father, 

Thefe 
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Thcfe  hands  are  not  more  like. 
Ham.  But  where  was  this  ? 

Mar.  My  Lord  vpon  the  platforme  where  we  watchr, 

Ham.  Did  you  not  fpcake  to  it  ? 

Bora.  My  Lord,  I  did, 
But  anfwer  m  ade  it  none,  yet  once  me  thought 
It  lifted  vp  its  head  and  did  addrefTe 
It  fdfe  to  motion,  like  as  it  would  fpeakc  t 
But  euen  then  the  morning  Cock  crew  loud, 
And  at  the  found  it  fhrunkc  in  haft  a  way 
And  vaniftu  from  our  tight. 

Ham.  Tis  verie  ftrange. 

Hera.  As  I  doe  Hue  my  honor'd  Lord  tis  true 
And  we  did  thinke  it  writ  downe  in  our  dutie 
To  let  you  know  of  it. 

H*m.  Indeed  (Irs  but  this  troubles  me, 
Hold  you  the  watch  to  night  ? 

All.  We  doe  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Arrridfayyou? 

All.  Arm'dmyLord. 

Ham.  From  top  to  toe  ? 

AH*  My  Lord  from  head  to  foor. 

Ham.  Then  faw  you  not  his  fact  ? 

Bora.  O  yes  my  Lord,  he  wore  his  beaucr  Yp« 

Ham.  Whatlook'thefrowningly ) 

Hora.  A  countenance  morcinfbrrowtheninangwr. 

Bam.  Pale  or  red  ? 

Hora.  Nay  verie  pale. 

Bam.  Andfixthiseics  vpon  you? 

Hora.  Moft  conftantly* 

Ham.  1  would  I  had  becne  there. 

Bora.  It  would  haue  much  amaz'd  you. 

Ham.  Verie  like :  ftaid  it  long  ? 

Hora.  While  one  with  moderate  hafte  might  tell  a  hundieth* 
Both.  Longer,  longer. 
Hora.  Not  when  I  faw't. 
Ham.  His  beard  was  griffeld,  no. 
Hora.  It  was  as  Lhauc  fecne  it  in  his  life 
AfablefiluerU  yr 
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Ham.  I  will  watch  to  night 
Perchance  twill  walke  againe. 

Hot*.  I  warn't  it  will. 

Ham,  If  it  aflame  my  noble  fathers  perfon, 
Ilefpeake  te  it  though  hell  it  fcifc  Ihould  gape 
And  bid  rae  hold  my  peace;  I  pray  you  all 
If  you  hauc  hitherto  conceald  this  fight 
Let  it  be  tenable  in  your  filencc  ftill, 
And  whatfoeuer  elfe  (hall  hap  to  night, 
Giue  it  an  vndcrftandiog  but  no  tongue, 
I  will  requite  your  loues,  fo  fare  you  well: 
Vpon  the  platforms  twixc  eleuen  and  twelue 
Ilcfifityou. 

AH  Our  dutie  to  your  honour.  Exeunt. 

Ham.  Your  loues  as  mine  to  you,  farewell. 
My  fathers  fpirit  (in  armes)  all  is  not  well, 
I  doubt  feme  foule  play, would  the  night  were  come 
Till  then  fit  ftill  my  foule,  fcule  deeds  will  rife 
Though  all  the  earth  ore- whelme  them  to  mens  eies. 

Enter  Laertes  and  Opbelta  bis  Sister* 

Laer.  My  ncceffarics  are  imbarkt,  farewell, 
And  fitter  as  the  winds  giue  benefit 
And  conuay,  in  afliftant,  dot  not  fleepe 
But  let  me  hearc  front  you. 

Opbe,  Doe  you  doubt  that  ? 

Laer.  Foe  Hamlet  and  the  trifling  of  his  tauour* 
Hold  it  a  fafhion,  and  a  toy  in  bloud, 
A  violet  in  the  youth  of  primie  nature, 
Forward,  not  permanent,  fweet,  not  lading, 
The  perfume  and  fuppliance  of  a  minute 
No  more, 

Opbe.  No  more  but  fo. 

Laer*  Thinke  it  no  more. 
For  nature  ere  flam  does  nor  grow  alone, 
In  thewes  and  bulkes,  but  as  this  Temple  waxes 
The  inward  feruice  of  the  mind  and  foule 
Growes  wide  withall ,  perhaps  he  loues  you  now, 
And  now  no  foile  nor  cautell  doth  befmerch 
The  ver tuc  of  his  wild  but  you  omft  fcarc, 
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His  greatnefle  waid,  his  will  is  not  his  owne. 

He  may  not  as  vntialixed  perfons  doc, 

Crauc  tor  himfelfe,  for  on  his  choice  depends ' 

The  fafetie  and  health  of  this  whole  ftatc, 

And  therefore  muft  his  choifebe  circumfcrib'd, 

Vnto  the  voice  and  ycelding  of  that  bodie, 

Whereof  he  is  the  head,  then  if  he  faics  he  loues  you, 

It  fits  your  wifdomc  fo  farre  to  beleeue  it 

As  he  in  his  particular  a&  and  place 

May  giue  his  faying  deed ,  w  hich  is  no  farther, 

Then  the  maine  voice  of  DemnArke  goes  withal!. 

Then  weigh  what  lofle  your  honour  may  fuftaine, 

If  with  too  credent  care  you  lift  his  fongs 

Or  loofe  your  heart,  or  your  chaft  treafureopen, 

To  his  vnmaflred  importunitie. 

Fearc  it  Ophelia,  fcarc  it  my  deare  fitter, 

And  keepe  you  in  the  reare  of  your  affect  ion 

Out  of  the  (hot  and  danger  of  defire,  # 

**  The  charicftmaide  is  prodigall  enough 

If  (he  vnmaskc  her  bcautie  to  the  Moon  c 

«c  Venue  it  fclfc  fcapes  not  calumnious  itrokes 

u  The  Canker  gaules  the  infant  of  the  Spring 

Too  oft  before  their  buttons  be  difcios'd, 

And  in  the  morne  and  liquid  dew  of  youth 

Contagious  blaftments  are  moft  imincnt, 

Be  wirie  then,  beft  fafetie  lies  in  feare, 

Youth  to  it  felfc  rebels,  though  tione  elfe  neere. 

Op  be.  I  (hall  the  effecT  of  this  good  leffon  keepc; 
As  watchmen  to  my  heart:  but  good  my  brother 
Doe  not  as  fome  vngracious  Pallors  doe. 
Shew  me  the  fteepe  and  thornic  way  to  heaucn 
Whiles  a  puft,  and  recklcs  libertine, 
Himfelfe  the  primrofe  path  of  daliance  treads* 
And  reakes  not  hi*owne  Reed.         Enter  Folonim9 

Lter.  Ofcaremenot, 
I  May  too  io-g,  but  heere  my  father  comes 
A  double  bleffing,  is  a  double  grace, 
Occafion  fmiles  vpon  a  fecond  lcauc. 

Pd.  Yet  here  Lttrtts?  aboord,aboord  for  Shzme9 
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The  wind  fits  in  the  fhouldcr  of  your  failc, 

And  you  are  ftaied  for,  there  my  blefling  with  thee, 

And  thefe  few  precepts  in  thy  mcmorie 

Lookc  thou  character,  giue  thy  thoughts  no  tongue, 

Nor  any  vnproportioi'd  thought  his  a£r, 

Be  thou  familiar,  but  by  no  meanes  vulgar, 

Tbofe  friends  thou  haft  and  their  adoption  tried, 

Grapple  them  vnto  thy  foule  with  hoopes  of  fteele, 

But  doc  no:  dull  thy  palme  with  entertainment 

Of  each  new  hatcht  ynflcdgd  courage ;  beware 

Of  entrance  to  a  quarrcll,  but  being  in, 

Bear't  that  th'  oppofer  may  beware  of  thcel 

Giue  euerie  man  thy  care,  but  few  thy  roice, 

Take  each  mans  cenfure,  but  referue  thy  iudgement, 

Coftly  thy  habit  as  thy  purfe  can  buy, 

But  notexpreft  in  fancie;  rich  not  gaudie, 

For  the  apparell  oft  proclaimed  the  man  : 

And  they  in  France  of  the  beft  ranke  and  Ration, 

Arc  of  a  moil  fele&  and  generous,  chiefe  in  that : 

Neither  a  borrower  nor  a  lender  boy, 

For  loue  oft  loofes  both  it  felfe  and  friend, 

And  borrowing  dulleth  the  edge  of  husbandry  fc 

This  aboue  all,  to  thine  ownc  felfe  be  true 

And  it  muft  follow  as  the  night  the  day 

Thou  can  ft  not  then  befalfe  to  any  man  : 

Farewell  my  blcffing  feafon  this  in  thee. 

Laer.  Mori  humbly  doe  I  take  my  leaue  my  Lord, 

Pol.  The  time  inuefts  you,  go,your  feruancs  tend, 

Laer,  Farewell  Ophelia,  and  remember  well 
What  Ihaue  faid  toyou. 

Of  be.  Tisin  my  mcmorie  locke 
And  you  your  fdfe  (hall  keepc  the  key  of  it. 

Laer*  Farewell.  Exit,  Laertes* 

Pol.  What  ift  Ophelia  he  hath  faid  to  you  ? 

Opbe*  Sopleafeyou,  fomething  touching  the  Lord  Hamlet. 

Pol.  Marrie  well  bethought 

Tis  told  me  he  hath  very  oft  of  late 
Giuen  priuate  time  to  you,  and  you  your  felfe 
Haue  of  your  audience  beenc  moft  free  ami  bounteous. 

If 
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If  it  be  fo,  as  fo  tis  put  on  me, 
And  that  in  way  of  caution  I  muft  tell  you, 
You  doe  not  vndcrftand  your  fclfc  fo  clcerely 
As  icbehooues  my  daughter  and  your  honour, 
What  is  bctweene  you  giue  me  yp  the  truth. 

Ophe.  He  hath  myLord  of  late  made  many  tenders 
Of  his  affection  to  me. 

Pel.  Affcc*tion,puh,you fpeake  like  a  grecne  girle, 
Vnfifted  in  fuch  perillous  circumftance, 
Doe  you  belecuc  his  tenders,  as  you  call  them  ? 

Ophe.  I  doc  not  know  my  Lord  what  I  fhould  thinke. 
Pol,  Marric  I  will  teach  you,  thinke  your  felfe  a  babte, 
That  you  hauetane  thefe  tenders  for  true  pay, 
Which  arc  not  llerling :  tender  your  felfe  more  dearely 
Or  (not  to  cracke  the  wind  of  the  poore  phrafe) 
Wrong  it  thus,  youle  tender  me  a  foole. 

Ophe.  My  Lord  he  hath  importun'd  me  with  loue 
la  honorable  fafliion, 

P*l.  I,  fafhion  you  may  call  it,  goe  to,  goe  to, 
Ophe.  And  hath  giuen  countenance  td  his  fpeech 
My  Lord,  with  almoft  all  the  holy  vowes  of  beauen. 

Pel.  I,  fpringes  to  catch  Wocd-cocks,  I  do  know 
When  the  bloud  burnes,how  prodigallthe  foulc 
Lends  the  tongue  vowes,  thefe  blazes  daughter 
Giuing  more  light  then  heate,  extinct  in  both 
Euen  in  their  promifc,  as  it  is  a  making 
Youmuft  not  takYfor  fire :  from  this  time 
Be  fomc  thing  fcanter  of  your  maiden  prefence 
Set  your  intreatments  at  a  higher  rate 
Then  a  command  to  parlc ;  for  Lord  Hamlet 
Beleeue  fo  much  in  him,  that  he  is  young, 
And  with  a  larger  tedcr  may  he  walke 
Then  may  be  giucn  you :  in  fewOpbeli*, 
Doe  not  beleeue  his  vowes,  for  they  are  Brokers 
Not  of  that  die  which  their  inueftrocnts  (hew 
But  meere  implorators  of vnholy  Ames, 
Breathing  like  ian&ificd  and  pious  bonds 
The  better  to  beguile  :  this  is  for  all, 
1  would  not  in  plaine  tcrmes  from  this  time  forth 
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Haueyou  fo  (Under  any  moments  Icifure 

As  to  g'uc  words  ortalkc  with  the  Lord  Hamiet^ 

Lookc  ioo'c  I  charge  you,  come  your  waies. 

Ophc.  Ifliallobey  my  Lord.  Exeunt* 

Enter  Hamlet  v  Howie,  and  Marcellm. 
Ham,  The  aire  bices  fliroudly,  it  is  very  cold* 
Hora.  It  is  nipping,  and  an  eager  aire. 
Ham.  What  houre  now  ? 
Hora.  I  thinke  it  lackes  of  twclue. 
Mar.  No,  it  is  Brooke 

Hora;  Indeed;!  heard  it  not,  it  then  drawes  neere  the  feaforu. 
Wherein  the  fpirit  held  his  wont  to  walke  AflottrtfbofTrtm* 
What  does  ihis  raeane  my  Lord  ?       pets,  and  two  Pecces  goes  off^ 

Ham.  The  King  dpth  walke  to  night  and  takes  his  rowie,. 
Keeps  waflell  anu  the  fwaggering  v-p-fpring  recles : 
And  as  he  draines  his  drafts  of  Rhenifh  downe, 
The  Kertle  Drumme  and  Trumpet,  thus  bray  out 
The  triumph  of  his  pledge. 

Hora.  Isitacuftomef 

Ham.  Imarricifl> 
But  to  my  mind,  though  I  am  natiue  heere 
And  to  the  manner  borne,  it  is  a  cuftome 
More  honourd  in  the  breach,  then  the  obferuance.. 
This  heauie-headed  rcuell  Eaft  and  Weft 
Makes    tradue'd  and  taxedof  other  Nations, 
They  clip  vs  Drunkard^and  with  fwinifli  phrafe 
Soilc  our  addition,  and  indeed  it  takes 
From ouratchicuements, though perrorm'd at  height 
Thepithand  marowof  our  attribute, 
So  oft  it  chances  in  particular  men,. 
That  for  fome  vicious  mole  of  nature  in  them 
As  in  tjieir  birth  wherein  they  are  not  guiltie, 
(Since  nature  canaot  choofc  his  origen) 
By  their  ore- grow'th  of  fome  complexion 
Oft  breaking  downe  the  Pales  and  Forts  of  ReafonK 
Or  by  fome  habit  that  too  much  ore-leauens 
The  forme  of  plaufiue  manners,  that  thefe  men . 
Carrying  I  fay  the  ftampe  of  one  defect 

Being 
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Being  Natures  liucry,  or  Fortunes  ftarre, 
His  Venues  els  be  they  as  pure  as  grace. 
As  infinite  as  man  may  vndcrgoe, 
Shall  in  the  gcnerall  cenfure  take  corruption 
From  that  particular  fault :  the  dram  of  cafe 
Doth  all  the  noble  fubftanceof  a  doubt 
To  hisowncfcandall. 

Enter  Gboft. 

Hora.  Looke  my  Lord  it  comes. 
Bam.  Angels  and  M  inilters  of  gr  ce  defend  vs ! 
Be  thou  a  fpirit  of  health,  or  Goblin  damn'd, 
Bring  with  thee  aires  from heauen,or  blafts  from  hcl, 
Be  thy  intents  wicked  or  charitable, 
Thon  com'it  in  fuch  a  queftionable  fhape, 
That  I  will  fpeake  to  thee,  lie  call  thee  Hamlet% 
King,  Father,  Royali  Dane,  O  anfwere  me, 
Let  me  not  burft  in  ignorance,  but  tell 
Why  thy  canoniz'd  bones  hearfed  in  death 
Haue  but  ft  their  cerements  ?  why  the  SepulchrCj 
Wherein  we  faw  thee  quietly  interred 
Hath  opt  his  ponderous  andmarble  iawes, 
To  caft  thee  yp  againe?  what  may  this  mcane 
That  thou  dead  coai  fe,  againe  in  <  ompleat  ftecle 
ReuiMtes  thus  the  glimpfes  of  the  Moone, 
Making  ni  ght  hideous,  and  we  fooles  of  Nature 
So  horridly  to  fhake  our  dilpofition 
With  thoughts  beyond  theteaches  of  our  foules, 
Say  why  is  this,  wherefore,  what  fhould  we  doc  ?  tBeck$rt$l 

Hora.  It  beckons  you  to  goc  away  with  it 
As  if  it  feme  imparimentdid  defire 
To  you  alone. 

Mar.  Looke  with  what  courteous  a&iori 
It  waues  y  ou  to  a  more  r eroooued  ground, 
But  doe  no  goe  with  ir. 

Hora.  No,  by  no  meanes. 

Ham.  It  will  not  fpeake,  then  I  wilLfollow  it* 

H»ra.  Doe  not  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Why?  what  fhould  bcthefeare, 

I  doc  not  fee  my  life  at  a  pinncs  fee, 

C  *  Atod 
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And  for  my  foulc,  what  can  it  doc  to  tint 
Being  a  thing  immortall  as  it  fclfc  j 
It  wanes  me  forth  againe,  lie  follow  ir. 

Hora.  What  if  it  tempt  you  towards  the  floud  my  Lord, 
Or  to  the  dreadful!  fomnet  of  the  cleefe 
That  bettcls  ore  his  bafe  into  the  Sea, 
And  there  a  flume  forae  other  horrible  forme 
Which  might  depriue  your  Soueraigntie  of  reafon, 
And  draw  you  intomadnerTe,thinkeof  it, 
The  verie  place  putstoyes  of  defperation 
Without  more  motiue,  intoeuery  braine 
That  lookes  fo  many  fadomes  to  the  Sea 
An  d  heares  it  rore  beneath. 

Ham*  It  waucsme  (tjU, 
Goe  on ,  lie  follow  thee. 

Mar,  You  fliall  not  goe  my  Lord, 

Ham.  Hold  off  your  hands. 

Hora.  Be  rul'd,  you  (hall  not  goe. 

Ham*  My  fate  cries  out 
And  makes  each  pettie  attire  in  this  bodie 
As  hardic  as  rhe  Nemean  Lions  nerue ; 
Still  am  I  cald,  vnhand  me  Gentlemen 
By  heauen  He  make  a  Ghoft  of  him  that  lets  me, 
I  fay  away,  goe  one,  He  folio  w  thee.    Exit  Ghoft  and  HamUu 

Hora.  He  waxes  defperatc  with  imagination* 

iMar.  Lets  folio  w,  tis  not  fit  thus  to  obey  him, 

Hora.  Haue  after,  to  what  iffue  will  this  come  ? 

LMar.  Something  is  rotten  in  the  ft  ate  of  Dtnmark** 

Hora.  Heauen  will  direct  it. 

Mar.  Nay  lets  follow  him.  Exeunt* 

Enter  Ghoft  and  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Whether  wilt  thou  leade  me,  fpeake,IIe go  no  further. 
■Ghoft.  Markeme. 
.  Ham.  I  will, 

Ghoft.  My  home  is  almoft  come 
When  I  tofulphrous  and  tormenting  flame* 
Muft  render  vp  my  felfe. 

Ham.  Alas  poore  Ghoft. 

ghoft. 
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Gboft.  Pitticmce  not  but  lend  my  fcrious  hearing  to 
what  I  (hallvnfold. 

Ham*  Spcakc  I  am  bound  to  heare. 

Gfaft.  So  art  thou  to  reuenge,  when  thou  (hale  heare* 

H*m.  What? 

Gkeft.  I  am  thy  fathers  fpirit, 
Doom'd  for  a  certame  tearmc  to  walke  the  nighr, 
And  for  the  day  confin'd  to  fart  in  fires, 
Till  the  fonle  crimes  done  in  my  daies  of  nature 
.  Are  burnt  and  purged  away  :  but  that  I  am  forbid 
To  tell  the  fecrets  of  my  prifon-houfe, 
I  could  a  tale  vnfold  whofe  lighteft  word 
Would  harrow  vp  thy  foule,  freeze  thy  young  bloud, 
Make  thy  two  eieslikc  ftarres  ftart  from  their  Spheres^, 
Thy  knotted  and  combined  locks  to  part, 
And  each  particular  haire  to  ftand  anvend, 
Like  quils  vpon  the  fearefull  Porpentine : 
But  this  cternall  blazon  mull  not  be 
To  cares  of  flefli  and  bloud,  lift,  lift,  O  lift, 
If  thou  did'll  euer  thy  dcarc  father  loue. 
Bum.  G  God. 

G/>*/?,Reuenge  his  foule,and  molt  ynnatural  murther, 
Ham.  Murther. 

Ghosh  Murther  moft  foule,  as  in  the  beft  it  is. 
But  this  moft  foule,  ftrange  andvnnatural!. 

H*m,  Haftc  me  to  know°t,that  I  with  wings  as  fwift, 
A*  meditation,  or  the  thoughts  of  loue 
May  fwecpe  to  my  reuenge. 

Gboft.  I  find  thee  apt, 
And  duller  fhouldcft  thou  be  then  the  fat  weed 
Thit  roots  it  felfc  in  eafe  on  Lithe  wharffe, 
Would'ft  thou  not  ftirre  in  this;  now  Hamtet  htixt9 
Tis  giuen  out,  that  flecping  in  my  Orchard, 
A  Serpent  ftung  me,  fo  the  whole  ea*  c  of  Denmsrk* 
Is  by  a  forged  proccflfe  of  my  death 
Kankely  abufed :  but  know  thou  noble  Youth, 
The  Serpent  that  did  fting  thy  fathers  life 
Now  we  ares  his  Crowne. 

Him.  OmyProphctikefoulcmy  Vflde. 
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Gkoft.  I  that  inceftuous,  that  adulterate  beaft, 
With  witchcraft  of  his  wits,  with  traytcrous  gifts, 
O  wicked  wit,  and  gifts  that  haue  the  power 
So  to  feduce;  wonne  to  his  fhamefuli  lu.ft 
The  will  of  my  moft  feeming  vertuous  Queene; 

0  HamUty  what  falling  off  was  there 
From  me  whofc  loue  was  of  that  dignitie 
That  it  went  hand  in  hand,  cuen  w  ith  the  vow 

1  made  to  her  in  marriage,  and  to  decline 
Vpon  a  wretch  whofc  naturall  gifts  were  poore, 
Tothofe  of  mine;  but  venue  as  itneucr  will  be  mooucd, 
Though  lewdneffc  court  it  in  a  ftiape  of  Hcauen 

So  but  though  to  a  radiant  Angle  linckc. 
Will  fort  it  felfe  in  a  celeftiall  bed 
And  prey  on  garbage. 

But  loft,  me  thinkes  I  fecntthe  morning  aire, 
Briefeletme  be;  fleeping  within  my  Orchard, 
My  cuftome  alwaies  of  the  afternoonc, 
Vpon  my  fecure  houre,thy  Vncle  ftole 
With  iuice  of  curfed  Hebonain  a  Viall, 
And  in  the  porches  of  my  eares  did  poure, 
The  leprous  diftilmenr,  whofe  effc& 
Holds  fuch  an  enmitie  with  bloud  of  man, 
That  fwift  as  Quick- filuer  it  courfes  through 
The  naturall  gates  and  allies  of  thebodie, 
And  with  a  fodaine  vigour  it  doth  poffeffe 
And  curde  like  eager  droppings  into  milke, 
The  thinne  and  wholfome  bloud;  fo  did  it  mine, 
And  a  moft  infhnt  Tetter  barkt  about 
Moft  LazcrJike  with  vile  and  lothfome  cruft 
All  my  fmooth  bodie* 
Thus  was  I  fleeping  by  a  brothers  hand, 
Oflife,  of  Crowne,  of  QMcene  at  once  difpatcht, 
Cut  orTcuen  in  thebloffomesof  my  finne, 
Vnnuzled,  difappointed,  vn-anueld, 
No  reckning  made,  but  ient  to  my  account 
With  afl  my  imperfections  on  my  head, 
O  horrible  Q  horrible,  moft  horrible. 
If  thou  haft  nature  in  thee  beare  it  not, 


/Vwtt^Denmarke: 

Let  not  theRoyall  bed  of  Denmarkebc 
A  Couch  for  Luxurie  and  damned  Inccft. 
But  howfomeucr  thou  pui Cues  this  a#, 
Taint  not  thy  mind,  nor  lcr  thy  foulc  contriue 
Againft  thy  mother  ought,  leaue  her  to  heauen, 
And  to  ihofe thorncs  that  in  herbofome  lodge 
To  prick  and  fting  her :  fare  thee  well  at  once, 
The  Gloworme  ITiewcsthe  marine  to  benccre 
And  gins  to  pale  his  Yneffe6hiali  fire, 
Adie  w,  adiew,adiew,  remember  mc. 

Ham.O  allyouhoftofheauen.'O  cartb!what  elfc9 
And  fhall  I  couple  hell,  O  fie  I  hold  my  heart,  ' 
And  you  my  (inewes;  grow  not  inltant  old, 
But  beare  me  fwiftly  vp ;  remember  thee, 
I  thou  poorc  Ghoft  whiles  rnernoric  holds  a  feat 
In  this  diftia&ed  Globe,  remember  thee, 
Yea,  from  the  table  of  my  memoric 
He  wipe  away  all  triuiall  fond  records, 
All  law  of  Bookes,all  formes,  all  preffurcspaft 
That  youth  and  obferuation  coppicd  there, 
And  thy  commandement  all  alone  (hall  Hue, 
Within  the  Booke  and  volume  of  my  brain* 
Vnmixt  with  bafcr  matter,  yes  by  heauen. 
O  moll  pernicious  woman. 
O  villaine,  villaine,  foiling  damned  villaine, 
My  tables,  meet  it  is  I  fet  it  downe 
That  one  may  fmile,  and  fmile,  and  be  a  Yillaine, 
At  leaft  I  am  fure  it  may  be  fo  in  Denmark*. 
So  Vncle,  there  you  are,  now  to  my  word. 
It  is  adiew,  adievv,  remember  me* 
Ihauefworne'r. 

Enter  Horatio,  and  MarceHm, 
Hera.  My  Lord,  my  Lord, 
Mar.  Lord  Hamlet. 
Hora.  Heauens  fecurc  bin. 
Ham.  So  be  it. 
Mar.  Illo,  ho,  ho,  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Hillo,  ho,  ho,  boy  come,  and  come* 
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<Mar.  How  ift  my  noble  Lord? 
Hora.  Owonderfull! 
Hor.  Good  my  Lord  tell  it. 
Ham.  No,  you  will  rcucale  it. 
Hora.  Not  I  my  Lord  by  Heauen. 
Mar.  Nor  I  my  Lord. 

Ham.  How  fay  you  then,  would  heart  of  man  once  thinke  it 
Butyou'lebefecrct.  ' 

Both.  Ibyheaucn. 

Ham.  There's  neucr  a  villainc, 
Dwelling  in  all  Dewnake 
But  he's  an  arrant  Knaue. 

Hora.  There  needs  no  Ghoft  my  Lord,  come  from  the  graue 
To  tell  vs  this. 

Ham-  Why  right,  you  are  in  the  right, 
And  fo  without  more  circumftance  at  all, 
I  hold  it  fit  that  we  fliakc  hands  and  parr, 
You,  as  your  bufinefle  aud  defire  (ball  point  you, 
Forenery  man  hath  bufinefle  and  defire 
Such  as  it  is,  and  forrny  ownepoorepart 
]  will  goe  pray. 

Hera.  Thefe  are  but  wild  and  whurling  words  my  Lord;, 

Ham.  I  am  forrie  they  offend  you  heartily, 
Yesfaithlieartily. 

Hora.  There's  no  offence  my  Lord* 

Ham.  Yes  by  §aint  Patrickbut  there  is Horatio % 
And  much  offence  to,  touching  this  vifion  heere,, 
It  is  an  honcft  Ghoft,  that  let  me  tell  you, 
For  your  defire  to  know^what  is  bctweeneTs, 
Ore-maftcr't  as  you  may,  and  now  good  friends, 
As  you  arc  friends,  Schollcrs,  and  Souldicrs, 
Giue  me  one  poorc  rcqueft. 

Hora,  "What  ift  my  Lord,  we  will. 

Ham.  Ncuer  make  kno  wnc  what  you  hauefeenc  to  nigmv 

Both.  My  Lord  we  will  not. 

Ham.  Nay  but  fweareV 

Hora.  In  faith  my  Lord  not  L 

tMara  Nor  I  my  Lord  in  faith. 

Ham.  Vpon  my  Sword* 

M*r* 
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Mar,  Wchauc  fwornc  my  Lord  alreadie. 
Ham.  Indeed  vpon  my  Sword, indeed. 

Ghofl  cries  vndcr  the  Stage. 

Gbofl.  Sweare. 

Ham.  Hajhajboy^ay'ftthoufojartthoutheretrucpcnny^ 
Come  on,  you  heare  this  fellow  in  the  Sellcrige, 
Confent  to  fwearc. 

Hera.  Propofe  the  oath  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Neuer  to  fpeakc  of  this  that  you  hauc  fcene, 
Sweare  by  my  Sword. 

Ghofl*  Sweare. 

Ha m.  Hie,  &  vbtfy  then  weelc  fhift  our  ground : 
Come  hether  Gentlemen, 
And  lay  your  hands  againe  vpon  my  Sword, 
Sweare  by  my  Sword 

Neuer  to  fpeake  of  this  that  you  hauc  heard. 
(jhofl.  Sweare  by  his  Sword. 

Ham.  Well  faid  old  Mole,  canft  worke  it'h  earth  fo  fait, 
A  worthy  Pioner  once  more  remooue  good  friends. 

Hera.  O  day  and  night,  but  this  is  wondrous  ftrange. 

Ham.  And  therefore  as  a  ftranger  giue  it  welcome, 
There  are  more  things  in  heauen  and  earth  Horatio, 
Then  are  dream't  of  in  your  Philofophy  :  but  come 
Heere  as  before,  neuer  fo  hclpeyoumefcy, 
(How  ftrange  oroddc  fo  mere  I  bearemy  felfe, 
As  I  perchance  hereafter  (hall  thinkeracee, 
To  put  an  An  tike  difpofition  on 
That  you  at  fuch  times  feeing  me,  neuer fliall 
With  armes  incombrcd  thus,  or  this  head  (hake, 
Or  by  pronouncing  of  fomedoubtfull  phrafe, 
As,wel,wcll  we  kno  wAor  we  could  and  if  we  would, 
Or  if  we  lift  to  fpeake,  or  there  be  and  if  they  might, 
Or  fnch  ambiguous  giuing  out,  to  note) 
That  you  know  ought  of  me,  this  do  fweare, 
So  grace  and  mercy  at  your  moft  need  helpe  you. 

Ghofl.  Sweare. 

Ham.  Reft,  reft  perturbed  fpirit :  fo  Gentlemen, 
With  all  my  louc  I  doe  commend  me  10  you, 

D  a  And 
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An<*  what  fo  poore  a  man  as  Hamlet  is, 
M*y  doet'cy.prcfle  his  loue  and  friending  to  you 
God  willing  fhallnotbckc  :  Jet  vsgoe  in  together, 
And  (I  ill  your  fingers  on  your  l  ps  I  pray, 
The  time  is  out  of  ioynt;0  curfed  fpight ! 
That  cuer  I  was  borne  to  fct  it  right, 
Nay  come  Jets  goe  together,  Exeunti 

Enter  eld  Polontus%  with  his  man  or  two, 

Pol.  Giue him  this  mony,and  thefe  two  notes  Rcynalde 
I  will  my  Lord. 

/V/.You  fhal  do  maruclloas  wifely  good  Reynaldo, 
Before  you  vifit  hicn,  to  make  inquire, 
Ofhisbchauiour, 

Rey,  My  Lord,  I  did  intend  it. 

TV,  M  arrie  well  faid,vcry  well  faidjooke  you  fir, 
Enquire  me  firft  what  Danskenate  in  -Park. 
And  how,  &  who,what  mcans,and  where  they  keep, 
What  company,at  what  expence,  and  finding, 
By  thisencompafment  and  drift  of  queftion 
That  tbey  do  know  my  fonne,  come  you  more  neercr 
Then  your  particular  demands  will  tuch  it, 
Take  you  as'twerefomediftant  knowledge  of  him, 
As  thus,  I  know  his  father,  and  his  friends, 
And  in  part  him,  doe  you  marke  this  Reynddo  f 
*  Rey.  I,  very  well  my  Lord. 

PoL  And  in  part  him,  but  you  may  fay, not  well, 
Buty'ftbehc  I  mcane,  he's  verie  wilde, 
Addicted  fo  and  fo,  and  there  put  on  him 
What  forgeries  you  pJeafe,  marrie  none  fo  rankc 
As  may  difhonourhim,  take  heed  of  that, 
But  fir,fuch  wanton,  wild,  and  vfuall  flips, 
As  are  companions  noted  and  moft  knowne 
To  youth  and  libertic. 

Btj.  As  gaming  my  Lord. 

PoL  I,  or  drinkiog,  fencing,  fwcaring^ 
Quarrelling,  drabbing,youmay  goe  fo  farre. 

Rey.  My  Lord,  that  would  difhonour  him, 

Pol.  Faith  as  you.may  fcaion  ic  in  the  charge. 


Prince  of  Denmarke. 

You  mult  not  put  another  fcand  all  on  him, 

That  he  is  oprntoincontinei  cie, 

Th n's  not  my  meaning,  but  breath  his  fauls  fo  quently 

That  they  may  fceme  the  taints  of  libertie, 

The  flafh  and  out-brcakc  of  a  fierie  mind, 

A  fauagencflc  in  vnrcdaimed  bloud, 

Ofgenerallatfault. 

Rej.  But  my  good  Lord. 

Pol*  Wherefore  (nould you  doe'  this  ? 

Rey.  I  my  Lord,  I  would  know  that. 

Pol.  Marric  fir,  hcere's  my  drift, 
And  I  belccuc  it  is  a  fetch  of  wit, 
You  laying  thefc  flight  fullies  on  myfonne 
As  t*wcre  a  thing  a  little  foilde  with  working, 
Maike  you,  your  partie  jn  conuerfc,  him  you  would  found 
Hauing  cuer  fcene  in  the  prenominate  crimes 
The  youth  you  breath  of  guiltie,  be  affur'd 
He  clofes  with  you  in  this  confequence, 
Good  fir  (ot  fo)  or  friend,  or  gentleman, 
According  to  the  phrafe,  or  the  addition 
Of  man  and  Countrie.  -j> * 

T^jf.  Vcrie  good  my  Lord. 

Pol.  And  then  fir  doos  a  this,  a  doosswhae  was  I  about  to  fay  h 
By  the  malTc  I  was  about  to  fay  fome  thing, 
Where  did  I  leaue? 

Rcy.  At  clofes  in  the  confequence. 

Pol.  At  clofes  in  the  confequence,  I  marne, 
He  clofes  t  hus,  I  know  the  Gentleman 
J  faw  him  ye/tcrday,  or  th*  other  day. 
Or  t  hen,  or  then,  with  fuch  or  fuch,and  as  you  fay: 
There  was  a  gaming  there,  or  tooke  in's  rowfe, 
There  falling  out  at  Tennis,  or  perchance 
I  faw  him  enter  fuch  or  fuch  a  houfc  of  fale, 
Vide/tat,  a  Brotbell  or  fo  forth,  fee  you  now, 
Your  bait  of  falfhood :  take  this  carpe  of  truth> 
And  thus  doe  we  of  wifdome,  and  of  reach, 
With  windlcffes:  and  with  affayes  of  bias, 
By  indireds  find  directions  out, 
So  by  my  former  fefturc  and  aduife 
■  ~      "  V  i  Shall 
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Shall  you  my  fonne;  you  haue  me,  haue  you  not  ? 
Key.  My  Lord,  I haue. 
Pol.  God  buy  y*e,  far  y  ee  well. 
Key.  Good  my  Lord. 
Pol.  Obferue  his  inclination  in  your  felfe. 
Key.  I  (hall  my.  Lord. 
Pol.  And  let  him  ply  his  Mufick. 
Key.  Well  my  Lord.  Exit  Key. 

Enter  Of  helm. 

Polo.  Farwel.How  now  Ophelta^h^ts  the  matter? 

Of  he.  O  my  Lord,my  Lord.I  haue  bin  Co  affrighted 

Pelo.  With  what  i'th  name  of  God  ? 

Of  he*  My  Lord,  as  I  was  fowing  in  my  Cloffet, 
Lord  Hamlet  with  his  doublet  all  vnbrae'd, 
No  hat  vpon  his  head  his  ftockins  fouled, 
Vngartrcd,  and  do  wnc  gyred  to  his  ankle, 
Pale  as  his  fhirt,  his  knees  knocking  each  other, 
And  with  a  looke  fo  pittious  in  purport 
As  if  he  had  becne  loofed  out  of  hell 
Tofpeakeof  horrors,  he  comes  before  me. 

Pol.  Mad  for  thy  loue  ? 

Of  he.  My  Lord  I  doe  not  know, 
But  truly  I  doe  feat e  it. 

Polo.  Whatfaidhe? 

Op  he.  He  took  me  by  the  wrift,  and  held  me  hard, 
Then  goes  he  to  the  length  of  all  his  arme, 
And  with  his  other  hand  thus  ore  his  brow, 
He  fals  to  fuch  perufall  of  my  face 
As  a  would  draw  it;  long  ftaid  he  fo, 
At  laft,  a  little  ftiaking  of  mine  arme, 
And  thrice  his  head  thus  wauing  vp  and  downc, 
He  raifed  a  figh  fo  pittious  and  profound, 
As  it  did  feeme  to  fcatter  all  his  bulke, 
And  end  his  being;  chat  done,  he  lets  me  goc, 
And  with  his  head  ouer  bis  fhoulders  turn'd 
He  feem'd  to  find  his  way  without  his  eyes, 
For  out  of  doores  he  went  without  their  hclpci, 
And  to  the  laft  bended  their  light  on  me. 


Prince  of  Denmark*. 

Pete.  Come,  goc  with  me,  I  will  go  fecke  the  King, 
Thif  is  the  very  extafieof  loue, 
Whofc  violent  propertie  forgoes  it  felfe, 
And  leads  the  will  to  defperate  vndertakings' 
As  oft  as  any  paflions  vndcr  heauen 
That  does  afflidr  our  natures  :  I  am  forric, 
What,  haue  you  giuen  him  any  hard  words  of  late  ? 

Op  be.  No  my  good  Lord,  but  as  you  did  command 
I  did  repell  his  Letters :  and  denied 
His  accefletome. 

Pol.  That  hath  made  him  mad, 
I  am  forrie,  that  with  better  heed  and  iudgement 
I  had  not  coted  him,  I  fear'd  he  did  but  trifle 
And  meant  to  wracke  thee,  but  befhrow  my  Icaloufie: 
By  heauen  it  is  as  proper  to  our  age 
To  cart  beyond  our  felues  in  our  opinions, 
As  it  is  common  for  the  younger  fort 
To  lacke  difcretion  jcome,  goe  we  to  the  King, 
This  mud  be  knowne ,  which  being  kept  clofe,might  moue 
More  griefe  to  hide,  then  hate  to  vtter  loue, 
Come.  Exchm. 

Plortfh.   Enter  King  and  Queene,  Rofencram  and 
Guyldenfterne. 
King.  Welcome  deeie  Rofencram  and  GnjlJen^erne, 
Moreouer,  that  we  much  did  long  to  feeyou, 
The  need  we  haue  to  vfe  you  did  prouoke 
Our  haftie  fending,  fomething  haue  you  heard 
Of H4tnleti  transformation  fo  call  ir, 
Sith  nor  th'  exterior,  nor  the  inward  man 
Refemblesthatit  was,  what  itfhouldbe, 
More  then  his  fathers-death  ,that  thus  hath  put  him, 
So  much  from  the  vnderrtanding  of  himfclfe 
]  cannot  dreame  of :  I  intreat  you  both, 
That  being  of  fo  young  dayes  brought  vp  with  him, 
And  fithfo  neighboured  to  his  youth  and  hauour, 
That  you  vouchfafe  your  reft  heere  in  our  Court 
Some  little  time,  fo  b  y  your  companies. 
To  draw  him  on  to  pleafurcf  ,and  to  gather 


So  much  as  from  occafion  you  may  gleane, 
Whether  ought  to  vs  vnknowne  afflidts  him  thus, 
That  opend  lies  within  our  remedie. 

jQ/w.Good  gentlemen ,he  hath  much  talkt  of  you, 
And  lure  I  am,  two  men  there  are  not  liuing, 
To  whom  he  move  adheres,  if  it  will  pleafe  yoa. 
To  fhew  vs  fo  much  gentry  and  good  will, 
As  to  extend  your  time  with  ys  a  while, 
For  the  fupply  and  profit  of  our  hope, 
Your  vifltation  ftiall  receiue  fuch  thankes 
fis  fits  a  Kings  remembrance* 

Rof.  Both  your.Maie#ics 
Might  by  the  Soueraigne  power  you  haue  of  vs, 
Put  your  dread  plcafures  more  into  command 
Then  to  imreatie. 

Guy  I.  But  we  both  obey. 
And  here  giue  vp  our  felucs  in  the  full  bent, 
To  lay  our  feruice  freely  at  your  feet. 

King,  Thanks  Ro fix  craw,  and  gentle  Guyldettfterne, 

<2ftf*Thanks  Gnjldenjlerne&nd  gentle  Rafieitcram* 
And  befcecbyou  inftantly  to  vific 
My  too  much  changed  fonne :  goefome  of  you 
And  bring  thefe  Gentlemen  where  Hamlet  is. 

G/^/.Hcauens  make  our  preience  and  our  practices 
Pleafant  and  hejpfuli  to  him. 

Quec.  I  Amen.  E x >emt Roland  GhjL 

Enter  Telomtu. 

/V.Th'embaffadors  from  Noma}  my  good  Lord, 
Are  ioyfully  return'd . 

King.  Thou  flill  haft  bin  the  father  of  good  newct. 

Pol.  Haue  I  my  Lord?  I  aflure  my  good  Liege, 
I  hold  my  dutie  as  I  hold  my  foule. 
Both  to  my  God,  and  to  my  gracious  King ; 
And  I  doe  thinke,  or  elfe  this  braine  of  mine 
Hunts  not  the  travle  of  policie  fo  furc 
As  it  hath  vs'd  to  doe,  that  1  haue  found 
The  very  caufe  of  Hamlets  lunacie. 

King.  O  fpeake  of  that,  that  doe  I  long  to  he«re« 
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TV*.  Giue  firft  admittance  ( o  the  EmbaflfdoMi 
My  ncwcs  (hall  be  ihc  fruit  to  that  grc3lfff  aft. 

King.  Thy  felfe  doc  grace  to  them,arrd  bring  them  Ip^ 
He  telf  me  my  decree :  Gertrud  he  hath  found 
The  head  and  fource  of  all  your  formes  diftempe* « 

Quee*  I  Joubt  it  is  no  other  but  the  maine, 
His  fathers  death,  and  our  haftie  marriage. 

Enter  Embajfadorf. 
King.  Well,  we  (hall  fift  him,  welcome  my  good  friend^ 

Say  ^Tltemand,  what  from  our  brother  Norway  ? 
Volte.  Moit  faire  returne  of  greetingi  and  defiret; 

Vpon  our  firft,  he  fent  out  to  fuppreflc 

His  Nephe  wes  leuies,  which  to  him  appear'd 

To  be  a  preparation  gainft  the  PoBacke, 

But  better  lookt  into,  he  truly  found 

It  was  againft  yourHighncflfe,  whereat  gricu'd 

That  fo  his  fickneffe,  age,  and  impotence 

Was  falfly  borne  In  hand,  fends  out  arrefts 

On  Fertenbrajfe,  which  he  in  bricfe  obcyet, 
Recciucs  rebuke  from  Norway,  and  in  fine, 

Makes  vow  before  his  Vndc  ncucr  mor# 

To  giue  thMTay  of  Armcs  agakift  your  Maieftie  ; 

Whereon  old  /fonr^jouercome  with  ioy, 

Giucs  him  threescore  thoufand  crownes  in  anual  feer 

And  his  commiflion  to  imploy  thofc  Souldicrs., 

So  leuied  (as  before)  againft  the  To/lack*, 

With  an  entreaty  herein  further  (hone, 

That  it  might  pleafe  yt>u  to  giue  quiet  paiTe 

Through  your  Dominions  for  this  enterprise 

Onfucn  regard  i  of  fa  ft  tie  and  allowance 

As  therein  are  fet  downe. 

King*  I  hkesvs  well, 
And  at  our  more  confidered  time,  weefle  read, 
Anfwer,  and  thinke  vpon  this  bufineffe : 
Meane  time,we  thank  you  for  your  wel  took  labour, 
Go  to  your  reft,  at  night  weele  feaft  together, 
Moft  welcome  home.  Exeunt  Embajfadors* 

P$l.  This  bufineffe  is  well  ended, 

E  Uf 
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My  Liege  and  Madam,  to  expoftulate 

What  maieftie  fliould  be,  what  dutie  is, 

Why  day  is  day,  night  night,  and  time  is  time, 

Were  nothing  but  to  wafte  night,  day,  and  time, 

Therefore  breuitie  is  the  foule  of  wit, 

And  tedioufneffe  the  iiromes  and  outward  floti&es:. 

I  will  be  briefe  your  noble  fonne  is  mad  r 

Mad  call  I  ir,for  to  define  true  madneffe, 

What  ift  but  to  be  nothing  clfe  but  mad  ? 

But  let  that  goe. 

Quee*  More  matter  with  letTe  art. 

folt  Madam,  I  fweare  Ivfe  no  art  at  all, 
That  he's  mad  tis  true,  tis  true,  tis  pittie, 
.And  pittie  tis^tis  true,  a fooliflh  figure, 
But  farewell  it,  for  I  will  vfc  no  art, 
Mad  let  vs  grant  him  then,  and  now  remaincs 
That  we  find  out  the  caufe  of  this  effect, 
Orrather  fay  the  caufe  of  this  defect 
For  this  effect  defe&iue  comes  by  caufe : 
Thus  it  remaines  and  the  remainder  thus 
Perpend,  . 
I  haue  a  daughter,  haue  while  (he  is  mine, 
Who  in  her  dude  and  obedience,  marke, 
Hath  giuen  me  this,  now  gather  andfurmife, 
Totbe  Celesttallandmj  fouies  I  doll  the  mo  ft  beautified 
Ophelia,  that's  an  ill  pbrafe,  a  vile pbrafe,  beauti* 
fied  is  a  vile  pkrafc*  but  you  (hall  bears  :  thus  in  her 
excellent  white  bofome+theje  (frc. 

Quee.  Came  this  from  Hamlet  to  her  ?  • 

Pol.  Good  Madam  fray  awile,  I  will  be  faithfully 
Doubt  thou  the  ft  ars  are  fiee,  Letter. 
Doubt  that  the  Sunne  doth  move, 
Doubt  truth  to  be  a  Iyer, 
Hutneuer  doubt  Home. 

O  deere  Ophelia,  I  am  ill  at  thefe  numbers,  I  haue  not  art  to 
reckon  my  groanes,  but  that  I  louc  thee  belt,  ohmoft  beft  bc- 
leeue  it !  adie w.  Thine  euermore  inoft  deare  Ladie,  whileft  this 
machine  is  to  him. 

/V.This  in  obedience  hath  my  daughter  (bo  wo  me  (Hamftt. 
And  mors  about  hath  his  folicitings 
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As  they  fell  out  by  time,  by  meants,  and  place, 
AH  giucH  to  mine  earc. 

Kmg.  B ut  how  bath  (lie  receiiTd  his  loue  ? 

Pel.  What  doe  you  ihinlr  of  roc? 

King,  As  of  a  man  faithfull  and  honourable.  . 

Pel.  I  would  faine  proue  fo,  but  what  might  you  chioke 
When  I  had  feene  this  hot  loue  on  the  wing  ? 
As  I  percciu'd  it  (I  rouft  tell  you  that) 
Before  my  daughter  told  me,  what  might  you, 
Or  my  dcare  Maieftie  your  Qucene  heerc  thinke, 
If  I  had  plaid  ;he  Deske,  or  Table-booke, 
Or  giuen  my  heart  a  working  mute  and  dumbe, 
Or  lookt  vpon  this  loue  with  idle  fight, 
What  might  you  thinke?no,  I  went  round  to  worke, 
And  my  yc  ung  Miftrefle  this  I  did  befpeake, 
Lord  Hamlet  is  a  Prince  out  of  thy  ftarre, 
This  muft  not  be :  and  then  I  prescripts  gaue  her 
That  flic  fhould  locke  her  felfe  from  his  refort, 
Admit  no  meflengcrs,  recciuc  no  tokcni. 
Wnich  done  flic  tookc  the  fruits  of  my  aduife, 
And  hereperd,  a  fliort  talc  to  make, 
Fell  into  a  fadneffe,  then  into  a  fair, 
Thence  to  a  watch,  thence  into  a  weakneffe, 
Thence  to  lightncffe,  and  by  this  dedenfion, 
Into  the  madne(Te  wherein  now  he  raues, 
And  ail  wc  mourne  for. 

King.  Doc  you  thinkc  this  ? 
Qftee.  lr  may  be  very  like. 

Pel.  Hath  there  becne  fuch  a  time,  I  would  fainc  know  that, 
That  I  haus  pofitiudy  faid,  tis  fo, 
When  it  prou'd  othc^wife  ? 

King.  Not  that  I  know. 

Pel.  Take  this,  from  this,  if  this  be  otherwife; 
If  circumftances  lcadc  me,  I  will  find 
WI  ere  truth  is  hid,  thov.gh  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  Ccntfe. 

Ki»g.  How  may  wc  trie  it  further  ? 

Vol.  You  know  fometimcs  he  walkcs  foure  houres  together  / 
Hccrcin  the  Lobbie. 

E  2  Qvtc. 
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Quee.  So  He  does  indeed  • 

Pel.  Atfuchatime;  ile  loofe  my  daughter  to  him, 
Be  you  and  I  behind  an  Arras  then, 
Marke  the  encounter,  if  he  louc  her  not, 
And  be  not  from  his  reajbn  falne  thereon 
Let  me  be  no  afliftant  for  a  State 
But  kcepc  a  Farme  and  Carters. 

King.  We  will  trie  it. 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Quee.  But  looke  where  fadly  che  poore  wretch  come  J  reading. 

/W.  Away ,  I  do  befeech  you  both  away,£*4  King  and  Queeoe. 
lie  boord  him  prcfently,  oh  giue  me  leauc, 
How  does  my  good  Lord  Hamlet ! 

Ham.  Well,  God  a  mercy, 

Pol.  Doe  you  know  me  my  Lord  > 

Ham.  Excellent  well,  y  ou  are  a  Fiftunonger. 

Pol.  Not  I  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Then  I  would  you  were  fo  honcft  a  man, 
Pel,  Honeltmy  Lord. 
Ham.  I  fir  to  be  honcft  a*  this  world  goes, 
Is  to  be  one  man  pickt  out  often  thou  I land, 
PoU  That's  very  true  my  Lord. 

Ham.  For  if  the  Sun  breed  maggots  in  a  dead  dogge,  being  a 
good  kiffing  carrion,   Hauc  you  a  daughter? 
Pol.  I  hauemy  Lord. 

Ham.  Let  her  not  walke  i'th  Sun,  conception  is  a  blefTing, 
But  as  your  daughter  may  conceiue,  friend  lookc  to*c. 

Pol.  How  fay  you  by  that,  ft  11  harping  on  my  daughter,  yet 
he  knew  me  not  at  firftjafaid  I  was  a  Fi(hmonger,a  is  fancgone^ 
and  truly  in  my  youth,  I  furTered  much  extremity  for  loue,  very 
neerethis.  lie  (peaketo  him  againc.  What  doe  you  reademy 

Lord,  .  tvvoffic  Inmivft 

Ham.  Words,  words,  words. 
Pel.  What  is  the  matter  my  Lord. 
Ham.  Betweene  who. 

PoU  I  meane  the  matter  that  you  read  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Slanders  fir;  for  the  Satericall  Rogue  faies here,  thatold 
men  haue  grey  beards,  that  their  faccsare  wrinkled  ,  their  eies 
purgiug  thick  Amber,  and  Pluovtrcc  Gum,  and  chat  they  haue  a 
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plentiful  hereof  wir,together  with  molt  weake  bams,aH  which 
fir  though  I  molt  poweifully  and  potently  beleeue,  yet  I  hold  ic 
not  honeiHc  to  hauc  it  tnus  fet  down,for  your  (die  fir  fh  jjl  plow 
eld  as  I  am;  if  like  a  Crab  you  could  goc  backward. 

/V.Though  this  be  madnciTe,yet  there  is  mcthod'in't.wil  you 
walkeout  oftheaiie  my  Lord  ? 

Hat?).  Into  my  gt  aue. 

Teh.  Indeed  that's  out  of  the  aire;  how  pregnant  fomctimes 
his  replies  are, a  happincs  that  often  madncs  hits  on.whtch  reafoti 
and  fan&itie  could  not  fo  profperoufly  be  deliucred  of. I  vul  Jenue 
him  and  mydaughter.  My  L«rd,I  will  take  my  leaue  of  you. 

Ham.  You  cannot  take/rom  me  any  thing  that  I  will  not  more 
willingly  part  withall :  except  my  life,  eacept  my  life,  except  my 
life-  Enter  Guilder 'fiernc and  Refiner  aw, 

Te/o.  F  ire  you  well  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Thcle  tedious  old  fooles. 

Pdo.  You  goe  to  fecke  the  Lord  Hamlet,  there  he  is. 

RofiGod  faue  you  fir. 

GhjU  My  honcr'd  Lord. 

Kofi  My  moft  deere  Lord. 

Him.  My  excellent  good  friends,how  doft  thou  GtiilAcnftcrntt 
A  Rofencr  am  ,^006  lads  how  doc  you  both  } 

Rcf.  As  che  indifferent  children  of  the  earth. 

Gnyl.  Happy,  in  that  we  are  not  cuer  happy  on  Fortunes  lap, 
We  are  not  the  very  button. 

Ham,  Nor  the  foles  of  herfliooe. 

Rcf.  Neither  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Then  you  Hue  about  her  waft,or  in  the  middle  of  herfa- 
Gnyl  Faith  her  priuatcs  we.  (uorsT. 
Ha.ln  the  fecrct  parts  of  fortune,oh  moft  true,flie  is  a  llrumpec 
Whatnewcs? 

%of  None  my  Lord,  but  the  worlds  growne  honcft.  (trucj 
Ham.  Then  is  Doones  day  neere ,  but  your  newes  is  not 
But  in  the  beaten  way  offriend{hip,what  make  you  at  Elfcnourel ' 
Rcf.  To  vifu  you  my  Lord,  no  other  occafion* 
Ham.Bcvgcr  that  I  am,I  am  euer  poore  in  thankes,but  I  thank 
you,  and  furc  deare  friends,  my  thanks  are  too  dcare  a  halfpeny: 
wereyou  not  fcntfoi?  is  it  your  owne  inclining?is  it  a  free  viiua 
tion?  come,  coroe,deale  iufily  wifh  mejcome^come,  nay  fpcake. 
GyL  YVhatfhould  we  fay  my  Lord? 
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Ham.  Any  thing  but  to'th  purpofe;you  were  fent  for,and there 
is  a  kind  ofconfeftlon  in  your  lookes, which  your  modefties  baue 
not  craft  enough  to  cullour ,  I  know  the  good  King  and  Quecne 
baue  fent  for  you. 

Rof.  To  what  end  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Thac  you  mult  teach  me :  but  let  me  conture  you, by  the 
rights  of  our  feliowfhip,  by  the  confonancie  of  our  youth, by  the 
obi  gation  of  our  euer  prefcrued  loue  ;  and  by  what  more  deare 
a  better  propofcr  can  change  you  withai,beeuenand  direct  with 
mce  whethet  you  were  fent  for  or  no. 
Koj '.  What  lay  you  ? 
#**r.Nay  then  Ihaue  an  eieofyou/ifycu  loue  me  hold  not  off. 
Gn)L  My  Lord  we  were  fent  far. 

Ham  I  will  tell  you  why  fo  fhall,my  anticipation  prcuent  your 
diicoticric  &  your  fecrecie  to  the  King  and  Queen  moult  no  fea- 
ther, Ihaue  of  lace,  but  wherefore  I  know  not,  loft  all  my  mirth, 
forgon  ail  cuftome  of  cxercifes ,  and  indcede  it  goes  foe  heauily 
with  my  difpclition,that  this  goodly  frame  the  earth, feems  to  me 
a  (terill  promontorie,  this  moft  excellent  Canopie  the  aire,  looke 
you,this  braue  ore- hanged  firmament,  this  maiefticall  roofe  fret- 
ted with  golden  fire,  why  it  appearth  nothing  to  mee  but  a  foule 
and  peflilent  congregation  of  vapours.  What  pcece  of  workeis 
a  man,how  noble  in  reafon,how  infintt  in  faculties ,in  forme  and 
moouing,how  exprcfle  and  admirable  in  action,  how  like  an  An- 
geli  in  apprehenfion,  how  like  a  God :  the  beautie  of  the  world ; 
the  parragon  of  Annimales,&yet  to  me, what  is  this  quinteflence 
of  duft  ?  man  delights  not  mee  nor  woman  neither,  though  by 
your  fmiling  you  feeme  to  fay  fo. 

Rof.  My  Lord  there  was  no  fuch  ftuffe  in  my  thoughts. 

Ham.Why  did  yce  laugh  t lien, when  I  faid  man  delights  not  me, 

Rof.  To  thinke  my  Lord  if  you  delight  not  in  man,  what  Lenton 
entertainment  the  plaiers  fhall  receiue  from  you,  wee  coted  them 
on  rhe  way,and  nether  arc  the  coming  to  offer  you  feruice. 

Ham,  He  that  plaies  rhe  King  (hall  be  welcome,  bis  Maieft  e 
(hall  haue  tribute  on  mee  ,  the  aduenterous  Knight  ftiallvfe  his 
foyle  and  targer,the  louer  /hall  not  fing  gratis^he  humorous  man 
fliall  end  his  part  in  pe^ce  and  the  Ladic  fhall  fay  her  mind  freely : 
or  rhe  blanke  verfe  (hall  hault  for'r.  What  players  are  they  ? 

Rof.  Euen  thofe  you  were  wont  to  take  fuch  delight  in,thc  Tra- 
gedians of  the  Citie.  Ham. 
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Ham.  How  chances  it  the  trauaile  *  their  refidence  both  in  re- 
putation and  profit  was  better  both  waies. 

Rof  I  thinke  their  inhibition  ,  comes  by  the  meanes  of  the 
late  innouation. 

Ham*  Do  the  hold  the  fame  eftimation  they  did  when  I  was 
in  the  Citic  ?  are  they  fo  followed  ? 
Rof  No  indeede  are  they  not. 

Ham.  It  is  not  very  ftrange,for  my  Vncle  is  King  of  Denmarke, 
ficthofe  that  would  make  mouths  at  him  while  my  father  Uued, 
giue  twenrie/ortie,  fiftie,a  hundred  duckets  a  peece,  for  his  Pic- 
cure  in  little :  s'bloud  there  is  fomething  in  this  more  then  natu- 
rall,if  Philofophy  could  find  it  out,  tA pftrifo. 

Guy  I.  There  are  platers. 

Ham.  Gentlemen  you  are  welcome  to  Elfonoure ,  your  hands, 
come  then  th*apportenanceof  welcome  rs  fafhion  and  cercmo- 
nk ;  let  raee  comply  with  you  in  this  garb:  let  my  extent  to  the 
Plaiers,  which  I  tell  you  mull  ftiowc  f a irely  outwards ,  fhould 
more  appearc  like  entertainment  then  yours  ?you  arc  welcome  j 
but  my  Vnde-father,  and  Aunt-mother,are  deceased. 

(jujl.  In  what  my  d^are  Lord. 

Ham.  I  am  but  mad  North  North-  weft  ;  when  the  wiud  is  Sou- 
therly, I  know  a  Hawke,  from  a  Hand-faw. 

Enter  Polomut, 
PoL  Well  be  with  you  Gentlemen. 

Ham.Wzik  you  Gajldenfieme,  and  you  to,  arc  each  eare  a  hearer, 
that  great  babie  as  you  fee  is  not  yet  out  of  his  fwadiing  clou:  s» 
Happily  he  is  the  fecondtimc  comctotbem,  for  they  lay 
an  old  man  rs  twice  a  child. 

Ham.  I  will  peophecie  that  he  comes  to  tell  me  of  the  Plaiers ; 
marke  it,  you  fay  right  fir  a  Monday  morning  t'was  then  indeed. 
My  Lord  1  haucnewes  totellyou. 
Ham.  My  Lord  1  haue  ncwes  to  tell  you  :  when  Roflitu  was 
an  A&orinRome. 

P*L  The  Actors  are  come  hethermy  Lord* 
Ham.  Buz,  buz, 

PoL  Vpon  my  honour. 
Ham.  Then  came  each  Aclor  on  his  Affe. 
P*/.The  be  ft  a&ors  in  the  world,  either  for  Tragedi^Comedic, 
Hiftofk^aftonlUPafioralXomkal^Hiftoiical-Baftoral^fceme 

indcuidablc* 
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indcuidable »  or  Poem  vnlimited.  Seneca  cannot  be  tooheauieV 
tior  Planttts  too  light  for  the  law  ofwrit ,  and  the  iibeme :  thefe 
are  the  onely  men. 

Ham. O  /eptba  Iudge  of  Ifrael,  what  a  treafurehadft  thou? 

pot.  What  a  trcafute  had  he  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Why  one  faire  daughter  and  no  more ,  the  which  he  lo- 
tted palling  well. 

Pot.  Still  on  my  daughter. 

Ham.  Am  I  not  i'ch  right  old  leptha  f 

Pot.  What  followes  then  my  Lor  d  ? 

Ham.  Why  as  by  lot  God  wor ,  and  then  you  know  it  came  to 
f>afie,as  moft  like  it  was ;  the  firft  ro we  of  the  pious  chanfon  will 
(how  you  more.for  looke  where  tpy  abridgement  comes. 

Enter  the  Players* 

Ham.  You  are  welcome  tnaift  ers,  welcome  all,  I  am  glad  to  fee 
thee  well,  welcome  good  friends,  oh  old  frie  ^,  why  thy  face  is 
Yalanc'd  fince  I  faw  thee  la  ft  ,  com' ft  thou  to  b.ard  mec  in  Den- 
mtrfy  ?  what  my  young  Ladie  and  Miftris,  my  Ladie  your  Ladi- 
fhip  is  neercr  to  Heauen,then  when  I  faw  you  laft  by  the  altitude 
of  a  chopine,  prav  God  your  voice  like  a  peece  of  vncurrant  gold, 
be  not  crackt  within  the  ring  :  mailters  you  are.  all  welcome, 
weele  entoyt  like  friendly  Fauknersjflie  at  anything  wefee,weele 
haue  a  fpeech  (trait,  come  giue  vs  a  taltc  of  your  qualicie,  come  a 
paflionare  fpeech. 

/Y^r.What  fpeech  my  good  Lord  ? 

Ham.  1  heard  th^e  ipeakc  me  a  fpeech  once,  but  it  was  neucr  ac- 
ted, or  if  it  was,  notaboue  once,  for  the  play  I  remember  pleafd 
notthemillion,t'wascauiaryto  the  gentral,butit  was  as  Irecei- 
ued  it  and  others,  whofe  judgements  in  fuch  matters  c.ied  in  the 
top  of  mine,  an  excellent  play,  welldigeftcdin  the  fcenes  ,  fee 
downe  with  as  much  modefty  as  cunning.  t  rernembeconefaid 
there  were  no  fallets  in  the  linrs,  to  make  che  matt  r  iauory,  nor 
no  matter  in  thephrafe  that  might  indite  che  author  of  afTeclion, 
but  cald  it  an  h<  neft  method, as  wholefome  as  fweet,and  by  very 
much/nore  handfome  then  fine  :  one  fpeech  in't  I  chit  fly  loued, 
t\vasey£«^  calkc  to  £>/^o,and  there  about  of  it  efpecially  when 
he  fpcakes  ol i  Priam  s  tlaughtcr^f it  hue  in  vour  rriemorybegin  at 
this  line^ct  me  fee,  letmcfee^the  rugged  Vjrhu*  like  ThVcanian 

Bcaft, 


Fnnceof  Dcnmarke' 

Beaft,tls  not  it  begins  with  Vjrrbtu.Thc  rugged  Pjrrbm,  he 
whofe  fable  armes, 

Blacke  as  his  potpofe  did  the  night  refemble, 

When  he  lay  couched  inth'ominous  horfe, 

Hath  now  this  dre^d  and  black  completion  fmeard, 

With  Hcraldy  more  difroall  head  to  foot, 

Now  is  he  totall  Guks,  horridly  tnckt 

With  blood  of  fathers,  mothers,  daughters,fonnes, 

Bak'd  and  embafted  with  the  parching  flrects 

Than  lend  a  tirrancus  and  a  damned  light 

To  their  Lords  mtnther,rofted  in  wrath  and  fire, 

And  thus  orc-cifed  with  coagulate  gore, 

With  eyes  lik*Carbunckles,the  helli(hPjrrjtf*# 

Old  granlirc  Priam  feckes  \  fc  proceed  you. 

Pol.  Foregod  my  Lord  well  fpoken ,  with  good  accent  and 
P/aj.  Anon  he  finds  him  (good  difcrction. 

Striking  too  fhort  atGreekes,his  antickc  fword 

Rebellious  to  his  arme,  lies  where  it  falls, 
Repugnant  to  command  ;  vnequ  ,11  matchc, 

Pirrbus  at  Priam  driues,  n  rage  (hikes  wide, 
But  with  the  whiffs:  and  wind  of  his  fell  fword, 
Th'vnnerued  father  falls : 
Seeming  to  fcele  this  biow,with  flaming  e^p 
Stoopes  to  hisbafe;  and  with  a  hiddious  crafti 
Takes  prifoner  Pirrbm  eare,for  lo  his  fword 
Which  was  declining  on  the  milkie  head 
Ofrcuercnt  Fry*m,fcem'd  fth  ayre  to  ftick, 
So  as  a  painted  tyrant  Pjrrbmfkood 
Like  a  newtrall  to  his  will  and  matter, 
Did  nothing : 

But  as  we  often  fee  againft  fome  ftoTme, 

A  filence  in  the  heauens,  the  racke  ftand  flill, 

The  bould  winds  fpcechleffe,and  the  orbc  below 

As  hufh  as  death,anon  the  dreadfull  thunder 

Doth  rend  the  region, fo  after  P/rr&jrcpaufe, 

A  rowfed  vengeance  fcts  him  new  a  workc, 

And  neuer  did  the  Cyclops  hammers  fall, 

On  Marfts  Armor  forg'd  for  proore  eterne, 

With  lefferemoifethen  Pirrbm  bleeding  (word 

Now  falls  on  Pritm  F  Out 


Ibt  l  rtgtitff  Hamlet 

©at,©t)t,thou  ft rumpcr  Fortune !  all  you  gods, 

In  general  fy  nod  take  away  her  power, 
Breake  all  the  fpokes,  and  feilowcs  from  her  whcele, 
And  boule  the  round  naue  downe  the  hill  of  heaucn 
As  lo we  as  to  the  fiends. 
Polo.  This  is  too  long. 

Ha.  It  fhal  tothe'barbers  with  your  beard;prethec  fay  on,he'$ 
for  a  tig,  or  a  tale  of  bawdry  ,or  he  fteepes,fay  on,come  to  Hecuba 
Play.  But  who,  a  woe,had  feene  the  mobled  Qjecnc. 
Ham.  The  mobled  Queen  e. 
Polo.  That's  good. 

Play.  Runne  barefoot  vp  and  downe,thrcatnjngthe  flames* 
With  Btfin  rhume,a  clout  vpon  that  head 
Where  late  the  Diadem  ftood,and  for  a  robe, 
About  her  lanck  and  all  ore-teamed  loynes, 
A  blancket  in  the  alarme  of  feare  caught  vp* 
Who  this  had  feene,  with  tongue  in  venom  fteept, 
Giinft  fortunes  ftatc  would  trcafon  haue  pronounc  d; 
But  if  the  gods  themfeiues  did  fee  her  then, 
When  (he Taw  Pirhm  make  malicious  fport 
In  mincing  with  his  fword  her  husbands  limmet , 
The  inftant  burft  of  clamor  that  (he  made, 
Vnleffe  things  mortall  mooue  them  not  at  ail, 
Woul  d  haue  made  milch  the  burning  eyes  of  heaucn 
And  paflion  in  the  gods. 

Pol.  Looke  where  he  has  not  turned  his  colour,  and  has  tcares 
in's  eyes  prethee  no  more. 

Ham.  Tis  well,  He  haue  thee  fpeake  out  the  reft  of  this  foone, 
good  my  Lord  will  you  fee  the  Players  well  beftowed ;  doc  you 
heare,  let  them  be  well  vfed,  for  they  are  the  abftra&  and  breefe 
Chronicles  of  the  time  ;  after  your  death  you  were  better  haue  a 
bad  Epitaph  then  their  ill  report  while  you  Hue. 

Pol.  My  Lord,I  will  vfc  them  according  to  their  deferr. 

Ham.  Gods  bodkin  imn,  much  better,vfe  euery  man  after  his 
deferr,  and  who  mall  fcapc  whipping,  vfe  them  after  your  owne 
honour  and  dignitie,  the  lelTe  they,  defcrue  the  more  merrit  is  in  ■ 
your  bounry.  Take  them  in. 

"Pol.  Come  firs. 

J-fa.Follow  him  fricnds,wcclc  here  a  play  to  morr©w>deft  chou 


Triace  d/Denmaritc. 

heart  me  old  fricnd,can  you  play  the  murthcr  of  Gmtgo ? 
Play.  I  my  Lord. 

Hum,  Weclc  hau't  to  morrow  night,  you  could  for  need  ftudy 
a  fpeech  of  feme  dofen  lines,  or  lixtecno  lines,  which  I  would  fee 
downeandinfert  in'c :  could  you  not? 

Play.  I  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Very  wcll,follow  that  Lord,  and  looke  you  mocke  him 
not.  My  good  friends, lie  leaue  you  till  night,  you  are  welcome 
to  Eifinmn.  Exeunt  PoLand  Players, 

R*f.  Good  my  Lord.  Exit. 

Ham.  I  fo,God  buy  to  you,no w  I  am  alone, 
O  what  a  rogue  and  pefant  (hue am  I ! 
Js  it  not  monftrous  that  this  Player  here 
Bin  in  a  fixion,in  a  dreame  of  paflion 
Could  force  his  foule  fo  to  his  owne  conceit 
That  from  her  working  all  the  vifagc  wand, 
Teares  in  his  cyes,diftraclion  in  his  afpeft, 
A  broken  voicc,and  his  whole  function  futing 
With  formes  to  his  conceit ;  and  all  for  nothing, 
For  Hecuba. 

What's  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  her, 

That  he  fhodd  wecpe  for  her?  what  would  he  doc 

Had  he  the  motiue9and  that  for  paflion 

That  I  haue?  he  would  drowne  the  ftage  with  teares, 

And  cleaue  the  gene  rail  eare  with  horrid  fpeech, 

Make  mad  the  guilty,a»d  appeale  the  free, 

Confound  the  ignoranr,and  amaze  indeed, 

Tfce  very  faculties  of  eyes  and  cares ;  yet  I, 

A  dull  and  muddy  mettled  raskall  peakc, 

Like  /*6»«a-dreames,  vnprcgnantof  my  caufe,| 

And  can  fay  nothing ;  no  not  for  a  King, 

Vpon  whofe  property  and  moft  deare  lifc,| 

A  damn'd  defeate  was  made :  am  I  a  coward, 

Who  calls  me  villain,  breaks  my  pate  a  ereffe, 

Plucks  off  my  beard,and  blades  it  in  my  face, 

Twekes  me  by  the  nofe,gines  me  the  ly  i'th  throat 

As  deepc  as  to  the  lunges :  who  does  me  this, 

Hah  1  s  wounds  I  fliould  take  it :  for  it  cannot  be 

But  I  am  pidgion  liuerd,and  lackc  gall 

Fa  To 


The  Tragedie  of  Hamlet 

To  make  opprcflion  bittcr.or  ere  this 

I  ftioull  haue  fatted  all  the  region  kytes 

With  this  (hues  orfall.bfoodyjbaudy  villaine, 

Remorflcfle.treacherou^letcbcroas^kindltffe  villain. 

Why  what  an  Affe  am  I  ?  this  is  moft  brauc^ 

That  I  the  fonne  of  a  deere  father  murthercd, 

Prompted  to  my  reuenge  by  !  cauenand  hell, 

M  ift  like  a  whore  vnpack  my  heart  with  words, 

And  fal  a  curling  like  a  very  dtabbc  ;  flallion,  fie  vpponr,foh* 

About  my  braines,hum,I  haue  heard. 

That  guikie  creatures  fitting  ac  a  play, 

Haue  by  the  very  cunning  of  the  Scene, 

Bcene  iirooke  fo  to  the  fou!e,thatpre(eniIy 

They  haue  proclaimd  their  malefactions: 

For  murthcr  though  it  haue  no  tongue  will  fpcake 

Withmoftmiracolousorgan.  lie  haue thefc  Players 

Play  fomthing  like  the  murthcr  of  my  father 

Before  mine  Vnck,  lie  obfc  uc  his  lookes, 

He  tent  him  to  the  quick,  if  a  do  blench 

1  know  my  cctlrfe.  The  fpirit  that  I  haue  fecne 

May  be  a  diuel^and  the  cLueli  hath  pov\  er 

T'ifiume  a  plcafing  fhapc ;  yea  and  perhaps-* 

Oat  of  my  weak' neffe  and  my  melancholly* 

As  he  is  very  potent  with  fuch  fpirits, 

Abufcs  me  to  damne  me  ;  He  h:ue  grounds 

More  relatiuetheu  th;s,the  play's  the  thing 

Wherein  He  catch  the  conlcicncc  of  the  King.  Exiu 

Enter  King,  .Qneen^  Volomut  j  Ophelia,  Keener  am,  G^U  * 
deafterue ,  Lords 

King.  And  can  you  by  no  di  ift  of  conference 
Get  from  him  why  he  puts  01  this  confufion,' 
Grating  fo  harfhiy  all  his  Jaies  of  quiet 
VVtch  turbulent  and  dangerouslunacie  ? 

^/THedooes  conre(Fe  he  fccles  hi^fclfcdiftracfted, 
Buttrom  whaccaufe  a  will  by  nomcanes  fpeake, 

cSaj/.Nor  do  we  find  him  forward  to  be  founded, 
But  with  a  crafty  madneflre  kecpe s  aloofc 
When  v\  c  would  bring  him  on  to  fomc  conftflion 


Print*  of Denmarke'  r 

Of  his  true  flare. 

Q«cc.  Did  he  reeciue  you  well  } 
Kef.  Mofi  like  a  Gentleman. 
Guy/.  But  with  much  forcing  of  his  difponYiorv 
Rof.  Niggard  of  queflioo,  but  of  our  demands 
Moftfrce  in  his  reply. 

Quet.  Did  you?ffay  him  to  any  pallime? 
Xrf.  Madam, it  fofelloutthat  certaine  Players 
We  ore-raught  on  the  way,  of  thefe  Wc/rjold  hiny 
And  there  did  feeme  in  him  a  kin  d  of  ioy 
To  hcare  of  it :  they  are  hecre  about  the  Court, 
And  as  I  thinke,  they  haue  alrcadic  order 
This  night  ©  play  before  him. 

/>#/.  Tis  molt  true. 
And  he  befeechr  me  to  intreat  your  Maicfiiet 
To  heare  and  fee  the  matter. 

With  all  my  heart, 
And  it  doth  much  content  me 
To  heare  him  fo  inclined. 
Good  Gentlemen  giuc  him  a  further  edge, 
And  diiue  his  purpofe  into  thefe  delights. 

Rof.  We  fhall  my  Lord.      Exeunt  Rof.  f>  GujK 
Kt*g.  Sweet  tor/r^jlcaucvs  two, 
For  we  haucdofcly  fentfor  HttmUt  nether. 
That  he  as  I'were  by  accedent ,  may  heerc 
Affront  Of>bct$M\  her  father  and  my  fclfe, 
VVee'lc  !o  bsftow  our  lelues,  that  feeing  vn/ccne. 
We  may  of  their  encounter  frankly  iudgc, 
And  gather  by  him  as  he  is  bchau'd, 
I  ft  be  th'affli&ion  of  his  loue  or  no 
That  thus  he  fuflfcrs  for. 

Que**  I  fhall  obey  you. 
Andfc  rmy  part  Ophtfta  I  doc  wifh 
Thacy(  ur  good  beauties  be  the  hnppy  caufe 
Of  Hamlets  wildn  flV,  fo  fhall  I  hope  youi  Ycrtue* 
Will  bung  him  to  his  wonted  wuy  againe, 
To  both  your  h<  ncuis. 

Oph.  Madam  1  '  fhitmay. 

Foi.Qpbch*  walk  j  ou  hereigracicus  Co  pleafe you> 

w  '  - — ¥ 


The  Tragi**  *f  Hanokt 

We  willbcftow  our  fellies;  read  on  this  Bookt, 
That  (how  of  fuch  an  exei  cifcmay  colour 
Your  lowlineffe; vvc  ate  ofc  coo  blame  in  this, 
Tis  too  much  prou\i,  that  with  deuotions  fifage 
And  pious  action,  we  doe  fugar  ore 
TheDcuillhimfclfc. 

Ki*g*  Otis  too  true, 
How  (mart  a  iafli  that  fpceeh  doth  giue  my  confciencet 
The  harlots  ctjfftke  beaut icd  w to  pliftting  art, 
Is  not  more  rgly  to  the  thing  that  helps  it, 
Then  is  my  dced.co  ro^mtfiV  painted  word  : 
O  heauy  burthen :      ;  • 

.mill  iiolsd  td; 
Enter  Hamlet* 
Pel  A  heare  himcomming,withdraw  my  Lord, 
Ham.  To  bc,or  not  to  be,  that  is  the  que  (Hon, 
Whether  tis  nobler  in  the  mind  to  fuffcr 
The  flings  and  arrowes  of  outragious  Fortune, 
Orito  take  armes  againfl  a  Sea  of  troubles, 
And  by  oppoflng  end  ehem :  To  die  to  flccpe 
No  more :  and  by  a  flecpe,  to  fay  we  end 
The  hart-ate,  and  the  thouiand  naturall  fliocks 
That  flefli  is  heire  to  j  tis  a  confummation 
Deuoutlyjto  be  wiftit  to  die  to  flccp, 
To  deep, perchance  to  dreame,  I  there's  the  rub, 
For  in  that  flecp  of  death  what  drearnes  may  come  ? 
When  we  haueftuf  fled  off  this  mortall  coyle 
Mult  giue  vs  paufe«  there's  the  refpeft 
That  makes  calamity  of  fo  long  life : 
For  who  would  bcare.the  whips  and  fcornes  of  time, 
Th*  opprtffors  \a  rong,the  proud  mans  contumely, 
The  pangs  of  office  and  the  Lawes  delay, 
The  infolcnce  of  office,  and  the  fpurnes 
Th  \t  patient  merit  of  th*  vnworthy  takes, 
When  himfelfe  might  his  quietus  make 
With  a  bare  bodkin ;  who  would  fardels  bcare . 
To  grunt  and  fweat  vndcr  a  weary  life  ? 
Bu:  that  the  dread  of  fomething  after  death, 
The  vndifcoucrM  Countrie,  from  whofe  borne 


Prince  0/Denmarke. 

No  traueller  rerurnej,  puzzcl*  the  will, 
And  makes  rs  rather  beare  thofe  ils  we  have, 
Then  flic  to  others  that  wc  know  not  of. 
Thus  conference  dooes  make  cowards, 
And  thus  the  natiue  hiew  of  refolution 
Is  fickled  ore  with  the  pale  caft  of  thought. 
And  Enterprizcs  of  great  pitch  and  moment, 
With  this  regard  their  currents  turnc  awry, 
And  loofe  the  name  of  action.  Soft  you  now, 
The  faire  Ophelia,  Nimph  in  thy  Orizons 
Be  all  my  fins  remcmbrcd. 

Opbe.  Good  my  Lord, 
How  dooes  your  honour  for  this  many  a  day  ? 
Ham.  I  humbly  thanke  you;  well. 
OpbeMy Lord  I  hauc  remembrances  ofyours 
That  I  hauc  longed  long  to  re-deliuer, 
I  pray  you  now  receiue  them. 

Ham.  No,  not  I,  I  neuer  gaue  you  ought. 
Opbe.  My  honor'd  Lord,  you  know  right  well  you  did, 
And  with  them  words  of  fo  fweet  breath  compofd 
As  made  thefe  things  more  rich  :  their  perfume  loft, 
Take  thefe  againc,  for  to  the  noble  mind 
Rich  gifts  wax  poore  when  giucrs  proue  vnkind, 
There  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Ha,  ha,  are  you  honcft. 
Of  he.  My  Lord. 
Ham.  Are  you  faire  ? 
Opbe.  What  meanes  your  Lordflitp? 
Ham.  That  if  you  be  honeft  and  faire ,  you  ftiould  admit  no 
difcourfe  to  your  beautie. 

Opbe.  Could  beautie  my  Lord  haue  better  commerce 
Then  withhonefty } 

Ham.  I  truly,  for  the  power  of  beautie  w  ill  fooner  transforms 
honcftie  from  what  it  is  to  a  Baud,  then  the  force  of  honefty  can 
tranflate  beautie  in  his  likeneffe ,  this  was  fometime  aParadoxe, 
hut  now  the  time  giues  it  proofe,  I  did  loue  you  once. 
Opbe.  Indeed  my  Lord  you  made  me  belceue  fo. 
Ham.  You  fhould  not  haue  beleeu'd  me/or  venue  cannot  fo 
euacuatc  our  old  flock, but  wc  ftall  lellifeof  it ;  I  loucd  you  nor. 

Ophe, 


The  Tntgedie  ^/Hamlet 

Qphe*  I  was  the  more  deceiued. 

Ham.  Get  thee  a  Nunry :  why  would'ft  thou  be  a  breeder  of 

finners?  I  am  my  fclf  indifferent  honeft,but  yet  I  could  accufe  me 
offuch  thing3,that  it  were  better  my  Mother  had  not  borne  mee: 
I  am  very  proud^euengeful,  ambitious,  with  more  offences  at  my 
beck,  then  I  haue  thoghes  to  put  themjn  .imagination  to  giue  the 
fliape,or  time  to  act  them  in :  what  fhould  fvich  fcllcwes  as  I  do 
crauling  betweene  Earth  and  Hcaucn?  we  are  arrant  Knaues,  be- 
licue  none  of  vs.  Go  thy  waies  to  a  Nunry,  VVhei's  your  father* 

Ophe.  At  home  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Let  the  doers  be  (hut  vpon  him, 
That  he  may  play  the  foolc  no  where  but  in's  owne  houfe, 
Farewell. 

Of  he.  O  helpc  him  you  fweet  Hesuens. 
H*m*\£ thou  dooft  roary,  He  giue  thee  this  plague  for  thy  dow- 
ry, be  thou  as  cha(i  as  Ice,  as  pure  as  iiiow,  thou  (bait  not  efcapc 
calumny,get  thee  to  a  Nunry,  farwell.  Or  if  thou  wilt  needs  mar-, 
ry,  marrie  a  foolc,  for  wifemcn  know  well  enough  what  monflcrs 
you  make  of  them:  to  a  Nunry  go,  and  quickly  to,  farwell. 

Ophe,  Heauenly  powers  reitorc  him. 

Ham.  I  haue  heard  of  your  paintings  well  enough,  God  hath 
giuen  you  one  face,and  you  make  your  felues  another,you  gig  & 
amble,  and  you  lift  you  nickname  Gods  creatures  ,and  make  your 
wantonnefle  ignorance;  go  to,  He  no  more  on't,  it  hath  made  me 
mad,  I  fay  we  will  haue  no  mo  marriage,  thofe  that  are  married 
already,  ail  but  one  fiiatlliue,theicft  (hall  keepe  aschey  are :  to  a 
Nunric  goe.  Exit. 

Ophe.  O  what  a  noble  mind  is  here  othrowne ! 
The  Courtiers,SoIdiers,Scht)lers,eie,tongue,fword, 
Th'expe#ation,and  Role  of  the  fair*  fiate, 
The  glaiTeoffa(riion,and  the  mould  of  forme, 
Th'obferu'd  of  ail  obicruers,  quite,  quite  downe, 
.And  I  of  Ladies  moft  deieel  and  wretched, 
That  fuckt  the  hony  of  his  Mufick  vowes ; 
Now  fee  what  noble  and  moft  foucreigne  reafon 
Like  fweet  bels  iangled  out  of  time,  and  harfli, 
That  vnmarcht  forme,  and  ftaturccf  blowneyouth 
Blafted  with  extafie.  O  wo  is  me 
1*  haue  fecne  what  I  haue  fecne,  fee  what  I  fee«  Exit. 

Enter 


Trtnu  $f  Denmarka 

enter  King  and  Pelomm 
King.  Lone  :  his  affe  &tons  do  not  that  way  tend 

Nor  what  he  fpake,  though  it  lackt  forme  a  little,  ' 

Was  not  like  madnes;  there's  fomething  in  his  foulc 

Ore  which  his  melancholy  fits  on  brood, 

And  I  doe  doubt,  the  hatch  and  the  difcolfe 

Will  befome  danger;  which  fortopreuent, 

I  haue  in  quick  -determination 

Thusfet  downer  heinall  with  fpced  to  England* 

For  the  demand  of  our  neglected  Tribute, 

Haply  the  Seas,  and  Countries  different, 

With  variable  obic&s  (hall  expelf 

This  fomething  fetled  matter  in  his  heart, 

Whereoruhis  brainesftill  beating 

Puts  hitn  thus  from  fafhion  of  himfelfc. 

What  thinkc  yon  on*t ? 
Po/.It  (halite  well. 

But  yet  do  Ibelieue  theorigen  cV  comencementof  it 

Sprung  from  neglected  loue  :  how  now  Of be/id? 

You  need  not  tell  ys  what  Lord  Hamlet  faid, 

We  heard  it  all  i  my  Lord,  doe  as  you  pleafe, 

But  if  you  hold'it  fit,  after  the  play. 

Let  his  Queen-mother  all  alone  intreat  him 

To  (how  his  griefe,  let  her  be  round  with  him, 

And  He  be  placed  (fo  pleafe  you)  in  the  ear e 

Of  ail  their  conference:  if  (he  find  him  not, 

To  England  fend  him  :  or  confine  him  where 

Your  wifdome  beft  (hall  thinke. 
King.  It  (hall  be  fo, 

Madnes  in  great  ones  muft  not  vnmatcht  go.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Hamlet,  and  tbte  of  the  ?  layers. 
Hum.  Speakc  thetpeuh  I  pray  you  as  Inronounc'd  it  to  yow, 
trippingly  on  the  tongue,  but  if  ycti  mouth  it  as  many  of  our 
Players  do,  I  had  a*  I ue  the  Town-cner  fpoke  my  lines,  nor  doe 
not  faw  the  aire  too  much  with  your  hand  thus, but  vfe  al  gently, 
for  in  the  very  torrent  tempt rt,&  as  I  may  fay ,whirl  wind  of  ymr 
pafTion  you  mui\  acquire  and  beget  a  tempernce,that  may  giuc  it 
foioothne(Te,0  it  offends  me  to  to  the  foulc  ,  to  heare  a  robufli- 
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ous  Perwig.pated  fellow  cere  a  paflioo  to  totrers ,  to  vcrie  ragst 
to  fpleet  the  eares  of  the  ground-hngs,  who  for  the  rrioft  patt  arc 
capable  of  nothing  but  in  explicable  dumbe  fhewes,  and  noUe  1 1 
would  hiue  fuch  a  fellow  whipt  for  orc-ioing  Termagant,  it  out. 
Herods>  Herod,  pray  you  auoid  it. 
PL).  I  wa.r.ntyout  honour. 

Ham.  Be  no  too  prac  neitta?,  fey*  let  your  own  difcrerion  be 
your  tutor,  fute  the  ac"tton  to  the  word  ,  the  word  to  the  action, 
With  this  fpev  iall  obferuance  >  that  you  ors-llep  not  thcrmodcitie 
of  Nature:  For  any  thing  fo  ore^donc,  isfroraithe  purpofeof 
playing,  whofe  end  both  a:  firft,  and  now,  was  and  is,  to  hold  as 
twere  the  Mirrour  vpto  Naure,to  fhewvftweher  featuic;fcorn 
her  own  Image,  and  t!  e  very  age  and  bodic  of  the  time  his  forme 
andpreffure  :  Now  this  oucr-dotfe,  o/]COisc  tardieoff  thot<gh  it 
makes  the  vnskilfull  laugh,cannot  but  make  the  judicious  gncue, 
thecenfureof  whicli  one  muft  in  your  allowance  ore- weigh  a 
whole  Theater  of  others.O  there  be  Players  that  I  haue  feen  play, 
and  heard  otherspraifd.anJ  that  highly ,not  to  fpeikeit  profane- 
ly,tisat  neither  hauing  th*  acccnc  or  Christians ,  nor  the  gate  of 
C^r//?/4?,7?^^,piorraan,haue  loft  rutted  &bellowed,tbat  1  haue 
thought  fome  of  Natures  Iournyrncn  had  made  nvn ,  and  not 
made  them  well,  they  imitated  humanitie  fo  abominably. 
PUj%  I  hope  we  haue  rcform'd  that  indifferently  with  vs. 
Ham.  O  refortne  it  altogether ,  and  let  thofe  thar  play  your 
Clownes  fpeake  no  more  t  hen  is  fee  downe  for  them,  for  there  be 
of  them  that  will  therafeiues  laugh  ,  to  fct  on  fome  quantitie  of 
barraine  Spectators  to  laugh  to^thcugh  in  the  meane  time,  fome 
necefTarie  queftion  of  the  play  be  thetuo  be  confi  Jercd:that*s  vii- 
lanous,  and  (hewes  a  moft  pittifull  ambition  in  the  .Poole  that 
fes  it :  go  make  you  readie.  How  now  my  Lord ,  will  the  King 
hearc  this  piece  of  woike  ? 

Enter  PolomiU^Guyldsnfltrne^ndKofencrata* 
Pol.  And  the  Qucene  to5  and  that  prcfen  ly, 
Ham.  Bid  *he  layers  make  hafte.Will  you  two  help  to  haften 
I  my  Lord.  ExcHnt  tbefe  two*  (them- 

Ham.  What  how,  Horatio.  Enter  Hn At h. 

Hora,  Hccrc  f\*ect  Lord,  at  your  feruice. 
Ham*  Horatio,  thou  art  een  as  iult  a  roan 
-As  ere  nay  conutrfation  copt  wuhall. 


Trinfe  df  Dc^arkci 

Hor*.  Omy  deareLord. 

Ham.  Nay,  do  not  thinke  \  flatten 

For  what  aduanccment  may  I  hope  from  thee 

Thatno  reuenue  hart  but  rhy  good  fpirits 

To  feed  and  cloath  thee,  why  ftiould  the  poore  be  flattted  \ 

No  let  the  candied  tongue  lick  obfurd  pompe, 

Andcrooke  thepregnant  hinges  of  the  knee 

Where  thrift  may  follow  fawning,  doft  thou  heare. 

Since  my  dcare  foule  was  Mftiis  of  her  choice, 

And  could  of  men  diftinguifh  her  election 

Shath  feald  thee  for  her  fclfe,  for  thou  haft  bin 

As  one  in  fuffcrir  g  all  that  fuffcrs  nothing, 

A  mao  that  Fortunes  buffets  and  rewards 

Haft  tane  with  equall  thanks;  and  bleft  are  thofe 

Whofe  bloud  and  iudgement  are  fo  well  comcdleoY 

That  they  ire  ndi  a  pipe  for  Fort  unes  finger 

To  found  what  flop  fhe  pleafe  :  gtue  me  that  mail 

That  isnotpaffionsflaue,and  I  w  ill  weare  hhft 

In  my  hearts  core,!  ill  my  heart  of  heart 
As  1  do  thee.  Something  too  much  of  this , 
There  is  a  play  to  night  before  the  King, 
OaeSccneof  it  comes  neere  the  circurnfrance 
Which  I  hauc  told  thee  of  my  fathers  death, 
I  prcthce  when  then  feeft  that  AS  a  foott 
Euen  with  the  very  comment  of  thy  foulc 
Obferuc  my  Vocle,  if  his  occulted  guilt 
Doe  not  it  fclfe  vnkernill  in  one  fpeech, 
It  is  a  damned  Che  ft  that  we  hauc  ftene, 
And  my  imaginations  arc  as  fourc 
As  Vulcans  fti:by;  giue  him  hecdfull  note 
For  Imineciet  will  riuetto  his  free, 
And  after  we  w  ill  both  our  'judgements  ioyne 
In  cenfurc  of  his  feeming. 

Bora.  Well  my  Lord, 
If  a  ftcale  ought  the  whilft  this  Play  is  playing 
And  fcape  detc&'d,  I  will  pay  the  tnefr. 

Enter  Trumpets  and  KettU  Drummer,  King%  Queewt, 
Felonim,  Opbetta, 
Ram.lhty  arecomming to thcplay.  Imuftbfc idle, 

G  %  Get 


Get  you  •  place. 
Kmg.  How  fares  our  Coufin  H gmlet  | 
Ham.  Excellent  Ifaich. 
Of  the  Camelions  diffv,  I  cat  the  aire, 
Prom if-cram'd, you  cannot  feed  Capons  To. 

King.  I  hauc  nothrng  with  this  anfwe*  Hamlet, 
Thele  words  are  not  mine. 

Ham.  No  nor  mine  now  my  Lord* 
You  playd  once  i'th  the  Vniuerfitie  you  fay, 

Pel.  That  did  I  my  Lord,  and  was  accounted  a  good  A£tor„ 
Rata.  What  did  you  ena&? 
Pol.  I  did  enait  Inlitu  Cafar,  I  was  kild  i*lh  Capitall, 
TZrHttu  kild  me. 

Ham.  Ic  was  a  brute  part  of  him  to  kill  fo  capital  a  calfc  there 
Be  the  Players  re* die  ? 

Rof.  I  my  Lord,  they  ftay  vpon  your  patience. 
Ger.  Come  hither  my  dear*  Hamlet ,  fit  by  me. 
Ham.  No  good  mother  here's  mettle  more  attra&iuc. 
Pol.  0,oh,  doe  you  matke  that. 
Ham.  Ladie  (hall  lie  in  your  lap  ? 
Opbe.  No  my  Lord* 

Ham.  Doe  you  thinke  I  meant  Countrie  matters? 

Ophto  I  thinke  nothing  my  Lord. 

/fcm*That*s  a  faire  thought  to  lie  between  maids  legs. 

Opbe.  What  is  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Nothing. 

Opbe.  You  are  merrie  my  Lord 

Ham.  Who  I? 

Opbe.  I  my  Lord. 

Ham.  OCod !  your  onely  Iigge~maker,what  (hould  a  man  do 
but  be  merrie,  for  looke  you  how  cherefully  my  mother  lookes, 
and  my  father  died  within's  t  wo  hourcs. 

Opbe.  Nay,  tis  twice  two  moneths  my  Lord. 

Ham.Sa  long,  nay  then  let  the  Dcuill  weare  black,for  lie  haue 
aSute  of  Sables;  O  heauens,  die  two  moneths  ago,  and  not  for- 
gotten yet,t hen  there's  hope  a  great  mans  memoric  may  out-liue 
his  life  halfc  a  yeare,but  bet  Ladie  a  muft  build  Churches  then,or 
elfe  (hall  a  fu0er  not  thinking  on,  with  the  Hobby -horfe,  whofc 
Epitaph  is,  for  O,for  O,  thcHobby-horfc  ii  forgot. 

Enter 


Trine*  ©/"Denmarke. 

The  Trumpets found.  Dumbe Jhtfw  foliewgj. 
Enter  4  King  and  a  Q#eene,tbe  Queene  embracing  him, and  he  heri 
be  takes  her  vp,  and  declines  bis  head  vpon  ber  necke,  be  lies  him  downe 
vpon  a  bankj  offiowersf/hee feeing  him  afleepet  leanesbtm  :  anon  comes 
$n  another  mau,takf's  of  bis  Crown  frjfes  it, p**rs p*)fin  in  the Jleepert 
eares,  and  leaues  htm :  the  Queene  returnes>  finds  ihiKmg  dead,makes 
pafflonate  attieu,  the  poj finer  with  fome  three  or  four*  comes  m  againr, 
feem  to  condole  with  herjhe  dead  body  is  carried  away, the  pot  finer  woes 
the  Queen  wttbgtftt,  (be  feems  karfl)  awhile \bnt  in  the  end  acceps  lone* 

Oph.  What  meanes  this  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Marry  it  is  munching  Malltcojx  meancs  mifcheifc. 

Oph.  Belike  this  (how  imports  the  argument  of  the  Play, 

Ham.  We  (hall  know  by  this  fellow,  Enter  prologue* 

The  Players  cannot  kcepe  theyle  tell  all. 

Opbe.  Will  a  tell  ts what  this  (how  meant? 

Ha,  I,or  any  (how  that  you  will  (how  him,benot  you  afhanVd 
to  (how^heclc  not  (hame  to  tell  you  what  it  meancs. 

Oph.  You  are  naught,you  are  naught.Ilc  mirkc  the  Play. 

Prologue.  For  vs  and  for  our  Trcgedy , 
Hcere  ftooping  to  your  dcmcncic, 
We  begge your  hearing  pitiently. 

Ham.  Is  this  a  Prologue  or  the  pofie  of  a  Ring  ? 

Ophe.  Tisbriefemy  Lord. 

Ham.  As  womans  loue. 

Enter  Krng  and  Qneene. 

King.  Full  thirty  times  hath  Phoebus  Cart  gone  round 
Neptunes  fait  wa(h,  and  TeUus  orb'd  the  ground, 
And  thirty  dofen  Moones  with  borrowed  (heene 
About  the  world  hauc  times  twelve  thirties  beene 
Since  Loue  our  hearts, and  Hymen  did  our  hands 
Vnitecomutuall  in raoftfacred bands. 

,g**f.So  many  iourneyes  may  the  Sun  and  Moon' 
Make  vs  againe  count  ore  ere  loue  be  done. 
But  woe  is  me  you  are  fo  ficke  of  late, 
So  farre  from  cheerc,  and  from  your  former  flate, 
That  I  diftrurt  you,  yet  though  I  diftrurt, 
Difcomfort  you  my  Lord  it  nothing  mud 


The  Trage die  o  f  Hamlet  ! 

For  women  feare  too  much,euen  as  they  loue, 
And  womens  fearc  and  louc  hold  quantity, 
Either  none,in  neither  ought,or  in  extremity,1 
Now  what  my  Lord  is  proofe  hath  madeyou  know* 
And  as  my  loue  is  ciz'ft,my  feare  is  fo, 
Where  loue  is  great,thelitleft  doubrs  are  feare, 
Where  little  fears  grow-great^great  loue  grows  there 

&*g.  Faith  I  rnuft  lcaue  theeloue.and  fhortly  to, 
My  operant  powers  their  fan&ions  fcaue  to  doc, 
And  thou  (halt  liuc  in  this  fairc  world  behind, 
Honord,  belou'd,  and  haply  one  as  kind, 
For  husband  (halt  thou. 

Quee*  O  confound  the  reft. 
Such  loue  muft  needs  be  treafon  in  my  breft, 
In  fecond  husband  let  me  be  accurft. 

None  wed  the  fecond,but  who  kild  the  firft.  Hww.That's ' 

The  inftances  that  fecond  marriage  moue  wormwood. 
Are  bafe  refpe&s  of  thrift,  but  none  of  loue, 
A  fecond  time  I  kill  my  husband  dead, 
When  fecond  husband  kifTcs  mc  in  bed. 

Ki»g.l  do  beleeue  you  think  what  now  you  fpeak, 
But  what  we  doe  determine,  oft  we  brcake, 
Purpofe  is  but  the  flaue  to  memory, 
Of  violent  birth,but  poore  validity, 
Which  now  the  fruit  vnripe  fticks  on  the  tree, 
But  fall  vnfhaken  when  they  mellow  be. 
Moft  neceflary  tis  thst  we  forget 
To  pay  our  fehies  what  to  our  fclucs  is  debt, 
What  to  our  fcliies  in  paflyon  we  propofe, 
Thepaffion  ending,doth  the  purpofe  lofe, 
The  violence  of  either  gricfe  or  ioy ; 
Their  owne  cnna&ures  with  thcmfclues  deftroy, 
Where  ioy  moH  rcucls,griefedoth  moft  lament, 
Griefe  ioy,ioy  gricfcs,on  (lender  accedent, 
This  world  is  not  for  aye,nor  tis  not  ftrange, 
That  euen  our  loues  fhould  with  our  fortuns  change, 
For  tis  a  queftion  left  v$  yet  to  proue, 
Whether  loue  lead  fortune,or  clfe  fortune  loue. 
The  great  man  downe,you  niaike  his  fauouritc  flies, 

the 


Prince  of  Venmaikcl 

Th<-  poorcaduanced  makes  Friends  of  enemies 

And  hethertoo  doth  loue  on  fortune  tend, 

For  who  not  needSjAullpeuer  lack  a  friend, 

And  \n  ho  in  want  a  hollow  friend  doth  try, 

D  rectly  fcafons  himhis  enemy. 

But  orderly  to  end  where  I  begun, 

Our  wiJs  and  f.  tes  do  fo  contrary  run, 

That  our  deuices  ftill  arc  ouenhrownc, 

Our  thoughis  are  ours,their  ends  none  of  our  own*, 

So  thinkc  i  hou  wilt  no  fccond  husband  wed, 

But  dy  thy  thoughts  when  thy  fi.  ir  Lord  is  dead. 

QutcNox  earth  to  me  giuefood,nor  heauen  light, 
Sport  and  repofe  lock  from  me  day  aad  right, 
7  o  defperition  turne  my  trult  and  hope, 
And  Anchors  cheere  in  prifon  bo  my  fcope, 
Each  oppoiue  that  blanks  the  face  ofioy, 
Meet  what  I  would  haue  wcll.and  it  deftroy, 
Both  here  and  hence  pmfue  me  lading  (hifc,    Ham.lt fhe  /hould 
If  once  I  be  a  widdo  w,euer  1  be  wife.  break  it  now.. 

Ki*£.  Tis  deeply  fworne/wect  leaue  rae  heare  a  while, 
My  fpirits  grow  dull  and  faine  I  would  beguile 
The  tedious  day  with  fleep, 

Quce.  Sleep  rock  thy  brain, 
And  neuer  come  mifchance  betwixt  rs  twain  Exeunt.. 
Ham.  Maddam,how  like  you  this  Play  ? 

The  Lady  doth  protcft  too  much  me  think% 
Ham.  O  sut  fhee'le  keep  her  word. 

King.  Haue  you  heard  t^e  argument?  \%  there  no  offence  in't  ? 

Ham  N  >,  no,  they  do  butieft,poifon  inicft,  no  offence  i*;h 

Kmjr.  What  do  you  call  the  Play  ?  (  world. 

Ham.  The  Moufc  rap  ,  mary  how  tropically,  this  Play  is  the 
Image  of  amurther  done  in Courage  is  the  Dukes  name, 
his  v  ife  Bapttfta,  you  fhall  fee  anon,  tis  a  knauifh  piece  of  work, 
but  what  of  that  ?  your  Maiefry  and  we  fhall  hauc  free  fou!cs,it 
touches  vs not,  let  chegauled  lade  winch  ,  our  withers  arc  vn- 
wrung,  This  is  one  Luctanu*,  Nephew  to  the  King. 
Eiter  Luctaniu. 

Ot>h.  You  areas  cpod  as  a  Chortu  my  Lord; 
Ham.  I  could  inserprctbctwccncyou  and  your  loue 


The  Tragedte  of  Hamlet 

If  I  could  fee  the  puppies  dallying. 

Ophe.  You  are  keene  my  Lord,  you  arc  keene. 

Ham.  It  would  col*  you  a  groniog  to  cake  off  mine  edge, 

Opb.  Still  better  and  worfe. 

Ham.  So  you  mi  (take  your  husbands.  Begin  murthcrer,  leaue 
thy'damnable  faces  and  begin ,  come ,  the  croking  Rauen  doth 
bellow  for  reuenge. 

Luc.  Thoughts  black,  hands  ape,  drugs  fit  and  time  agreeing, 
Confederate  feafon^els  no  creature  feeing, 
Thou  mixture  ranke^of  midnight  weeds  collected, 
With  Hecati  ban  thrice  blaited,thrice  infected, 
Thy  naturall  magickotand  dire  properjtie, 
On  wholcfome  life  vfurps  immediately. 

Ham.h  poifons  him  i*ch  Garden  forniseftate,hisnames  Go»Ka~ 
t *,the  ftory  is  extant  and  written  in  very  choice  Itaitan^y  ou  fiiall 
fee  anon  how  the  murtherer  gets  the  loue  of  Gonzagoes  wife. 

Opb.  The  King  rifes. 

Quit.  How  fares  my  Lord  ? 

To/.  Giue  ore  the  Play.. 

King,  giue  me  fome  Hght,away. 

Toi.  Lights,lightsflights.      Exeunt.aR bnt  Hammond  Hcraete 

Ham.  Why  let  the  ftroken  Deere  goc  wcepe, 
The  Hart  vngauled  play, 
For  fome  mult  wa  ch  whillt  fomcmuft  fleepe,* 
thus  runs  the  world  *  way*  Would  not  this  fir  &  a  forre(r  of  fea- 
thers^ fthejreft  of  my  fortnns  turneTurk  with  me, with  prouincial 
Rofes,on  my  raz'd  (hoocs,get  me  a  fell©  wfhip  in  a  city  of  Player  ? 

Hora.  Halfe  a  fhare. 

Ham.  A  whole  one  I. 
For  thou  doft  know  ohDamon  dcere. 
This  Realmc  dimantled  was 
Of/ one  himfelfc,and  nowraignes  here 
A  v.©f  y  very  paiock. 

Hora.  You  might  hauerim'd. 

HammO  good  H$ratio,  He  takcthcGhofts  word  for  a  thoufand 

pou  d.  Didft  pcrceauc? 
Hora.  Very  well  my  Lord. 
Ha.  Vpon  the  talkeof  thepoifoning. 
Hora.  1  did  very  well  note  him* 

Haw? 


Prheyo/Dcrmzrkc. 

Ham.hh  ha,come  fome  mufique,come  the  Recorders" 
For  if  the  King  like  not  the  Comodie,  * 
Why  then  belike  he  likes  it  not  petdie. 
Come,fome  mufique. 

Enter  Kofencraus^Gnyldenfjterr.e. 

G*.Good  my  Lordavoutfafe  me  a  word  with  you 

Ham.  Sir  a  v\  holchiftorie. 

^/.ThcKingftr. 

Ham.  I  fir,  what  of  him  ? 

GhjL  Is  in  his  retirement  meruailous  diftempred. 

/faw.With  drinkc  fir? 

6«;/.Nomy  Lord,  with  choller. 

Ham.  Your  wifedome  fhould  (hew  it  felfe  more  richer  to  fig- 
nifie  this  to  the  Doctor,  for  3  for  me  to  put  him  to  his  purgation, 
would  perhaps  plunge  him  into  more  choller. 

(?*;/.Good  my  Lord  put  your  difcourfc  into  fome  frame, 
And  itare  not  fo  wildly  from  my  affaire. 

Ham.  I  am  tame  fir,pronouncc. 

GhjL  The  Queene  your  rr  other  in  mod  great  affliction  of  fpi- 
rit,hath  fent  me  to  you. 
Ham.  You  are  welcome. 

(?«;.Nay  good  my  Lordjthis  curtefie  is  not  of  the  right  breed, 
if  it  (hall  plcafe  you  to  make  me  a  wholfome  anfwer ,  Twill  do 
your  mothers  commandement ,  if  not,  your  pardon  and  my  re* 
turne,  {hall  be  the  end  of  bufinciTe. 

Ham.Slt  I  cannot. 

Rof.  What  my  Lord. 

Hd.Make  you  a  wholfome  anfwer,my  wits  difeafd,but  fir,fuch 
anfwerasl  canmake,you  fhal  command  3or  rather  as  you  fay,my 
mother,thereforc  no  morc,but  to  the  macter,my  mother  you  fay# 
Rof.  Then  thus  (he  faies,your  behauionr  hath  ftrooke  her  into 
amazement  and  admiration. 

Ham.O  wonderfull  fonne  that  can  fo  ftonifh  a  mother!  but  is 
there  no  feqtfcll  at  the  heefes  of  this  mothers  admiiation?rmparr. 
Rof  She  defires  to  fpcakwith  you  in  her  clofet  ere  you  go  robed. 
Ham.Wc  (hall  obey,  were  (he  ten  times  our  mother,  hauc  you 
any  further  tnde  with  vs  ? 

Rof.Hy  Lord  you  once  d  dloue  me. 

Mam.  And  doe  (fall  by  thefc  pickers  and  dealers.1 

H  R'f. 
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Eof.  Good  my  Lord,wbatisyowciufcof  diftemp<rtyou'd<> 
furtly  bar  the  doorc  vpon  your  owne  liberty,  if  you  deny  your 

griefes  to  your  friend. 

Ham.  Sir  I  lack  aduancemcnt. 

Rof.  How  can  that  be  when  you  haue  thevoyceof  the  King 
himfelfe  for  your  fucceffion  in  Denmark?, 

Enter  the  Players  with  Recorders,  ' 

Ham.  I  fir.but  wile  the  graffe  grows,  the  prouerb  is  fomthing 
mufty,  oh  the  Recorders,  let  me  fee  one,  to  withdraw  Wuh  you, 
why  do  you  go  about  to  recbuer  the  wind  of  me,as  if  you  would 
driuemeintoa  coyle  ? 

Gu.O  my  lord  rf  my  duty  be  toobold,my  loue  is  too  Vnmanerly 

Ham. I  do  not  well  vndcrftand  that,wiil  you  play  vpon  this  pipe  ? 

Guy/My  Lord  I  cannot. 

/faw.Iprayyou. 

{j/^/.Bcieeue  me  I  cannot. 

Ham.l  befeech  you. 

Guy  LI  know  no  touch  of  it  my  Lord. 

HamM  is  as  eafie  as  lying, gouern  thefe  ventages  with  your  fin- 
gers. &  the  thumb  giuc  it  breath  with  your  mouth, and  it  wil  dif- 
courfe  mod  eloquent  mufique^ook  you,thefe  are  the  flops. 

CjttjL  But  thele  cannot  I  command  to  any  vtrance  of  harmony  , 
lhaue  not  the  skill. 

Ham.  Why  took  you  now  how  vn worthy  a  thing  you  make  of 
me,you  would  play  vpon  me,you  would  feem  to  know  my  ltops,. 
you  would  pluck  out  the  heart  of  my  my  fterie ,  you  would  found 
me  from  my  loweft  note  to  my  compaffc, and  there  is  much  mu- 
fique,excellent  voice  in  this  little  organ ,  yet  cannot  you  make  it 
fpeak,s4blood  do  you  think  I  ameaficr  to  be  plaid  on  then  a  pipe, 
eall  me  what  Inftrumcnc  you  will ,  though  you  fret  me  not,  you 
t anndt  play  vpon  me.    God  bie  flc  you  fir. 

Enter  Polonim. 

Pet.  My  Lordjthe  Queen  would  fpeak  with  you,and  prefently . 

Hnt Do  you  feeyonder  cloud  that's  almoftin  fliapc  of  a  Camel? 

PeZ&y'th  ma(fe  and  tis  like  a  Camel!  indeed* 

HamMc  rhinks  k  is  like  a  WcieJU 

7W.lt  is  black  like  a  WezclL. 

Ham.Ot  like  a  Whale. 

^/.VcrylikeaWhaht 

jRfaw.Thcn 
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ffcm.Then  I  will  come  to  my  mother  by  and  by, 
They  fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent.I  Wj1  come  by&by, 
Leaueme  friends, 

I  will/ay  fo.  By  and  by  is  eafily  faid, 

Tis  now  theyery  witching  time  of  night, 

When  Church-yards  yawne,  and  hell  itfelfe  breaks  out 

Contagion  to  this  world  :  now  could  I  drink  hot  blood 

Anddofucb  bufinefleas  the  bitter  day 

Would  quake  to  looke  on :  fofr.now  to  my  mother, 

0  heart  loofe  not  thy  nature!  let  not  euer, 
The  foule  of  Nero  enter  this  firme  boforoe! 
Let  me  be  cruell,not  vnnaturall, 

1  will  fpeak  dagger  to  hcr,but  vre  none, 
My  tongue  and  foule  in  this  be  hypocrites, 
How  in  my  words  fomeucr  (he -be  (hent, 
To  giuc  them  fcaies  neuer  my  foule  confent. 

Enter  KingSfyfencrttUyand  Gujldcnfiertte, 

King.  I  like  him  not, nor  (rands  it  fafe  with  ▼« 
To  let  his  madnetTe  range,thcrefore  prepare  you, 
I  your  comm  lTion  will  forthwith  difpatch, 
And  he  to  EngUnd  (hall  along  with  you, 
The  termcs  of  our  e(tate  may  not  endure 
Hazard  foneerS  as  doth  hourtly  grow, 
Out  of  hisbrowes. 

Guyl.  We  will  our  (c lues  pro uidc, 
Moft  holy  and  religious  feare  it  is 
To  keep  thofe  many  many  bodies  fafe 
That  liue  and  feed  vpon your  Maiefly. 

Rof.  The  (ingle  and  pcculier  life  is  bound, 
With  all  the  ftrength  and  armour  of  the  mind 
To  keep  it  felfe  from  noy  ance,but  much  more 
That  !pirit,*pon  whofe  weale  depends  and  refts 
The  lines  of  many,  the  ceffe  of  Maiefty 
Dies  not  alone  ;  bu»  like  a  gulfe  doth  draw 
What's  neere  it,with  it,or  it  is  a  maflie  whecle 
Fix  -  on  *  he  fomnet  of  the  higheft  mount, 
To  whofe  huge  fpokcs,ten  thouland  hfler  things 
Arc  morteift  and  acUoynd  "  h  ch  when  it  falls, 

Hi  Each 
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Each  fmall  amiexment,petie  confcqucnce 
Attends  the  boiftrous  raine,neuer  alone 
Did  the  King  figh,but  a  gcncrall  growne. 

King.  Arme  you  I  pray  you  to  this  fpeedie  voiage, 
For  we  will  fetters  put  about  this  fcarc 
Which  now  goes  to  free-footed. 

Rof.  We  will  haft  vs.  Exeunt  .Gem. 

Enter  Polonms* 

Vol.  My  Lord,he*s  going  to  his  mothers  dofcr, 
Behind  the  Arras  Tie  eonuay  my  felfe 
To  here  theproffcffe,rle  warrant  fhee'le  tax  himhorne^ 
And  as  you  faid,  and  wifely  was  it  faid, 
Tis  meet  that  fome  more  audience  then  a  mother^ 
Since  nature  makes  them  partiall,fhould  ore-heare 
Thefpeechof  vantage;  fare  you  well  my  Lcige, 
Tie  call  vpon  vou  ere  you  goe  to  bed. 
And  tell  you  what  f  know.  ExiU 

King.  Thanks  dceremy  Lord. 

0  my  offence  is  raoke3ir  fmels  to  hcaucn, 
Ic  hath  the  primall  eldcft  curfe  vppont  i 
A  brothers  murther4pray  can  I  not, 
Though  inclination  be3s  (harp  as  willj 
My  ftrorger  guilt  defeats  my  ftrong  intent, 
And  like  a  man  to  double  bufincfle  bounda 

1  ftand  in  paufe  where  I  fliall  firft  begm^ 
And  both  neglect  :  what  if  this  curfed  hand- 
Were  thicker  then  it  felfe  wi  h  brothers  bloody 
Is  there  not  raine  enough  in  ihc  fvveet  Heauens 
To  wafh  it  white  as  fnow?  whereto  ferucs  mercjer 
Buc  to  confront  the  v  i  U  ge  of  offence  I 

And  what's  in  praier  but  this  two  fold  force,. 

To  be  foreft  oiled  ere  we  come  ro  faFl, 

Or  pardon  being  downe,  then  Tlelooke  vp. 

My  faults  is  paf^but  oh  I  what  forme  of  praier 

Can  ferue  my  turne  ?  forgiut  me  my  foule  murther  £: 

That  cannot  be  (ince  I  am  ftil  pofleft 

Of  thof :  affects  for  which  I  did  the  murther ; 

My  Crowne^minc  owne  ambition,  and  my  Qucenej 
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May  one  be  pordoncd  and  retail  eth'offencc  ? 
In  the  corrupted  currents  of  this  world , 
Offences  guided  hand  may  /how  by  iuftice, 
And  oft  tis  feene  the  wicked  prize  ic  fclfe 
Buyes  out  the  Law,  bur  tis  not  fo  aboue, 
There  is  no  (huffl  r  g,  there  the  action  lies 
In  his  true  nature,and  we  our  felues  compeld 
Eucn  to  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  faults] 
To  giue  in  cuidcncc :  what  then,  what  refts  ? 
Try  what  repentance  ean,wbat  can  it  not, 
Yet  what  can  it,  when  one  cannot  repent  > 
O  wretched  ftatc,  O bofomc  blacke  as  death, 

0  limed  fculc,  that  ftrugling  to  be  free, 
Art  more  ingaged  !  helpe  Angles  make  affay, 

Bow  ftubbornc  knees  and  heart  with  firings  of  ftccle 
Be  foft  as  finncwes  of  the  new  borne  babe^ 
AH  may  be  well. 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Now  might  I  do  it,butnowa  is  a  praying, 
And  now  He  doo't,  and  fo  a  goes  to  heauen, 
And  fo  am  I  rcuenged,  that  would  be  fcand 
A  tillaine  kils  my  father,  and  for  that, 

1  his  fole  Tonne,  do  this  fame  villaine  fend- 
To  heauen. 

Why,  this  is  bafe  and  filly.*-  ~  notrcuendge, 
A  tooke  my  father  grofly,  full  of  bread, 
Withall  his  crimes  broad  blowne,as  flufli  as  May, 
And  how  his  Audit  ftands  whoknowes  faueheaucn? 
But  in  our  circiwnftaiiCe  and  courfe  of  thought, 
Tis  r  eauie  with  him :  and  am  I  then  reuendged 
To  take  him  in  the  purging  of  his  foule, 
When  he  isfit  andfeafoned  for  his  paffage? 
No. 

Vp  Swcrd/nd  know  thou  a  more  horrid  hent^ 
When  \  e  is  drunke  a  (leepe  or  in  his  rage, 
Or  in  th'incertiousplt  afL-re  of  hi  .  bed, 
At  game,  a  lwranng,  or  about  fome  aft 
Thut  has  no  rcllifh  of  Uuation  in*r. 

H  |:  Tries* 
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Then  trip  him  that  his  heele  mas  kick  athcauen, 

And  that  his  foule  may  be  as  damnd  and  blackc 

As  hell  whereto  it  goes;  my  mothcrftayes, 

This  Phyfick  but  prolongs  thy  fickly  dayes.  Exit. 

King.  My  words  {lie  vp,  my  thoughts  remaine  below 
Words  without  thoughts  newer  to  hcauen  go.  Exit. 

Enter  Gertrardani  Polonim. 
Polo.  A  will  come  (trait,  look  you  lay  home  to  him, 
Tell  him  his  pranks  haue  bin  too  broad  to  bearewith, 
And  that  your  grace  hath  fcrcen'd  and  Rood  bctwecne 
Much  heat  and  him,  lie  fiience  me  euen  hcerc, 
Pray  you  be  round. 

Enter  Ham  let. 

Ger.  He  waite  you,  fearc  me  not, 
Withdraw,  1  hcare  him  comming. 

Ham.  Now  mother,  what's  the  matter? 

Ger.  Hamlet,  thou  haft  thy  father  much  offended. 

Ham.  Mothci  you  haue  my  father  much  offended. 

Get.  Come,come,you  anfwer  with  an  idle  tongue. 

Ham.Go  go,you  queftjon  with  a  wicked  tongue. 

Ger.  Why  how  now  Hamlet? 

Ham.  What's  the  matter  now  ? 

Ger.  Haue  you  forgot  me  ? 

Ham.  No  by  Rood  not  fo, 
You  are  the  Quecnc,your  husbands  brothers  wife, 
And  would  it  were  not  fb,  you  arc  my  mother. 

Ger,  Nay,  then  He  fee  thofe  to  you  that  can  fpeake. 

Ham.  Come,  come,  and  fit  you  downe,you  (hall  not  boudge, 
You  go  not  till  I  fet  you  vp  a  Glaffe 
Where  you  may  fee  the  raoftpart  of  you. 

for. What  wilt  thou  do,thou  wilt  not  murthcr  me? 
Helpe  hoe. 

Polo.  What  hoe  helpe. 

Ham.  How  now,  aR^dcad  for  a  Duckat,dcad. 

Pol.  O  I  amflaine. 

Ger.  O  me,  what  haft  thou  done  ? 

Ham.  Nay  I  know  not,  is  it  the  King? 


Prince  o/Denmarke. 

Gtr.  O  what  a  rafli  and  bloudie  deed  is  this. 

Ham.  A  bloudie  dced,almoil  as  bad  good  mother 
As  kill  a  King,  and  marrie  with  hit  brother. 

Ger.  As  kill  a  King. 

Ham.  I  Lady  it  was  my  word. 
Thou  wretched,  ram,  intruding  Foole  far  well, 
I  tooke  thee  for  thy  better,  take  thy  fortune, 
Thou  fincTft  to  be  too  buflc  is  fome  danger. 
Leaue  wringing  of  your  hands,p*acerttj^«  tfo**^ 
An d  let  me  wring  your  heart,  for  fo  I  (hall 
If  it  be  made  of  penetrable  ftuffe, 
If  damned  cuftome  haue  nor  brafd  it  fo, 
That  it  be  proofc  and  bulwarke  againft  fence* 

Get.  What  haue  I  done,  that  thou  dar'ft  wagge  thy  tongue 
In  noife  fo  rude  againft  me  ? 

Ham.  Such  an  a# 
That  blurres  the  grace  and  blufti  of  modeftie, 
Cals  venue  Hypocrite,  takes  of  the  Rofe 
From  the  faire  forehead  of  an  innocent  loue, 
And  fets  abliftcr  there,  makes  marriage  vowes 
As  falfe  as  Dicers  oathes,  Oh  fuch  a  deed ! 
As  from  the  body  of  contraction  plucks 
The  very  foule :  and  fweet  Religion  makes 
A  rapfodie  of  words;  heauens  face  does  glow 
Ore  this  folidiry  and  compound  malTe 
With  heated  vifage,  as  againft  the  doome 
Is  thought-Gck  at  the  aft. 
Qjtee.  Ay  me  what  aft? 

Ham.  That  rores  fo  lowd  and  thunders  in  the  Inde*5 
Looke  here  vpon  this  Piclure,  and  on  this, 
The  counterfeit  prefentment  of  two  brothers, 
See  what  a  grace  was  feated  on  his  brow, 
HtfetwMs  carles  the  front  of  lorn  himfelfe, 
An  eie  like  Mars,  to  threaten  and  command 5 
A  ftation  like  the  Herald  Mercuric, 
New  lighted  on  a  hcaue,  a  killing  hill, 
A  combination  and  forme  indeed, 
Where  euery  God  did  feeme  to  fct  his  feale 
To  giuc  the  world  afiurancc  of  a  man, 
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This  was  your  husband,  look  you  now  what  followesj 
ffeere  is  your  husband  like  a  mil-dewed  care, 
Blading  his  wholfomc brother ;  haue  you  eies  > 
Could  you  on  this  faire  Mountaine  leauc  to  feed 
And  bacton  on  this  Moore ;  ha,  haue  you  eies  ? 
You  cannot  call  it  loue,  for  at  your  age 
The  heyday  in  the  bloud  is  tame,  it's  humble, 
And  waits  vpon  the  iudgement,and  what  iudgement 
Would  ftep  )s*«**thi5  tcr  this  ?  fence  (ure  you  haue 
Elfc  could  you  not  haue  motion,  butfure  that  fence 
Is  appopiext,  for  madnefle  would  not  errc 
Nor  fence  to  extafie  was  neere  fo  thral'd 
But  it  refcru  d  fome  quantitie  of  choice 
To  fcrue  in  fuch  a  difference.  What  Deuill  waft 
That  thus  hath  cofond  you  at  hodman-blind  ? 
Eies  without  fee!ing,fceling  without  fight, 
Eares  without  hands,  or  eies,  fmelling  fance  all, 
Or  but  a  (ickly  part  of  one  true  fence 
Could  not  fo  mope.  Oh  fhame  1  where  is  thy  blufli  ? 
Rebellious  hell. 

If  thou  can  ft  mutine  in  a  Matrons  bone?. 
To  flaming  youth,  let  vertue  be  aswax 
And  melt  in  her  owne  fire,  proclaime  no  fliame 
When  the  compulse  ardure  giues  the  charge, 
Since  froft  it  felfeas  a&iuely  doth  burne, 
And  reafon  pardons  will. 

Cjer.  O  Hamlet  fpeake  no  more, 
Thou  turn'ft  my  very  eies  into  my  foule, 
And  there  I  fee  fuch  black  and  gricued  fpots 
As  will  leatie  there  their  tin&. 

Ham.  Nay  but  to  iiue 
In  the  ranke  fweat  of  an  inceftuous  bed 
Stewed  in  corruption,  honyingand  making  loue 
Ouer  the  naftie  ltic, 

Gcr.  O  fpeake  to  me  no  more, 
Tbefe  words  like  Daggers  enter  in  my  cares 
No  more  fweet  Hamlet. 

H^m.  A  murtherer  and  s  villsinr, 
A  (hue  that  is  not  t  wentith  part  the  ky th. 
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Or  your  precedent  Lord,  a  vice  of  Kings* 
A  Cuc-purfe  of  the  Empire  and  the  rule, 
That  from  a  (helfe  the  precious  Diadem  ftole 
And  put  it  in  his  pocket. 

Entet  Gbeft* 

Ham.  A  King  of  ftireds  and  patches, 
Saue  me  and  houcrore  me  with  your  wings 
You  heauenly  guardt:what  would  your  gracious  figure  } 

Ger.  Alafle  he's  mad. 

Ham.  Doe  you  not  come  your  cardie  fonne  to  chide, 
That  lap'  ft  in  time  and  paffion  lets  goe  by 
Th*  important  adding  of  your  dread  command,  O  fay ! 

Gbeft,  Doe  not  forget :  this  rotation 
Is  but  to  whet  thy  almoft  blunted  purpofe, 
But  looke,  amazement  on  thy  mother  (its, 
O  ftep  bctweene  her,  and  her  fighing  foule 
Conceit  in  weaker!  bodies  (trongeft  woifccs. 
Speake  to  her  Hamlet. 

Ham.  How  is  it  with  y ousLadie  ? 
<§er.  Alaffe  how  i'ft  with  you  ? 
That  you  doe  bend  your  eie  on  vacancie. 
And  with  th'incorporail  aire  do  hold  dtftourfej 
Forth  at  your  eyes  your  fpirits  wildly  peepe, 
And  as  the  flceping  SouMiers  in  th'alarme, 
Your  beaded  hah*  like  life  in  excrements 
Starts  vp  and  (rands  an  end  :  O  gentle  fonne  I 
Vpon  the  heate  and  flame  of  thy  diftempcr 
Sprinkle  coole  patience,whcreon  do  you  looke? 

Ham.  Oi  him,  on  him,  looke  you  how  pale  he  gleres, 
Hii  forme  and  caufe  conioyned,  preaching  to  ftoncs 
Would  make  them  capable,  do  not  looke  vpon  me^ 
Left  with  this  pittious  action  you  conuert 
My  ftcme  effects,  then  what  I  haue  to  doe 
W'll  want  true  colour,  tcares  perchance  for  bloud, 

Ger.  To  whom  doc  you  fpeake  this  ? 

Ham.  Doe  you  fee  nothing  there  r* 

Ger.  Nothing  at  all,  yet  all  that  is  there  I  fee. 

Ham.  Nor  did  you  nothing  hearc? 

Ger.  No,nothing  but  our  felucs. 

I  Um. 
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Mam.  Why  lookeyou  there,  lookc  how  it  fteales  away, 

My  father  in  his  habit  as  he  liu'd, 

Lookc  where  he  goes,  euen  now  out  at  the  portalL  Extt  Gboft0 

Ger.  This  is  the  coynage  of  your  braine, 
This  bodileffe  creation,  extafic  i*  very  cunning  in 

Ham.My  pulfe  as  yours  doth  temperatly  keepe  tinae^ 
And  makes  as  healthful!  mufick,  it  is  not  madneffe 
That  I  haue  vttred,  bring  me  to  the  teft, 
And  the  matter  will  re  word,  which  madneflc 
Would  gambole  from,  Mother  for  loue  of  graces 
Lay  not  thac  flattering  vndion  to  your  foule 
That  not  your  trefpaffe  but  my  madneffe  fpeakes^. 
It  will  but  skin  and  filmc  the  vlcerous  place, 
Whiles ranke  corruption  mining  all  within. 
Infefts  vnfeene :  confeffe  your  fclfc  to  heauen, 
Repent  w hat's  paft,auoid  what  is  to  come, 
And  doe  not  fpread  the  compoft  on  the  weeds 
To  make  them  ranker,  forgiue  me  this  my  yertue^ 
For  in  the  fatneffe  of  thefe  purfie  times 
Vertue  it  felfe  of  vice  muft  pardon  beg, 
Yea  curbe  and  wooe  for  leaue  to  doe  him  good, 
Ger.  O  Hamlitl  thou  haft  cleft  my  hart  in  tfMfpto 
Ham,  O  throw  away  the  worfer  part  of  it, 
And  leaue  the  purer  with  the  other  halfe, 
Good  night,  butgoe  not  to  my  Vndes  bed, 
Aflume  a  venue  if  you  haue  it  not, 
That  monftercuftome,  who  all  fence  doth  eate 
Of  habits  Deuill,  is  Angell  yet  in  this 
That  to  the  *fe  of  actions  faire  and  good, 
He  like  wife  giues  a  Frock  or  Liuerie 
That  aptly  is  put  on  to  refraine  night, 
And  that  fhall  lend  a  kind  of  eafineflc 
To  the  next  abftinence,  the  next  more  eafie : 
For  vfealmoft  can  change  the  ftatnpe  of  nature. 
And  maftcr  the  Deuill,  or  throw  him  out 
With  wondrous  potencie  :once  more  good  nighty 
,   And  when  you  are  defirous  to  be  blcfl:, 
Ilcbleflingbeg  of  you,  for  this  fame  Lord 
I  doe  repent;  but  heauen  hath  p leaVdit  fo 
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To  punifti  me  with  this,  and  this  with  me, 
That  I  muft  be  their  fcourge  and  minifter, 
I  vvillbcftow  him  and  will  anfwer  we!i 
The  death  I  gaue  him;  Co  againc  good  night 
1  muft  be  crucll  onely  to  be  kind, 
This  bad  begins,  and  worfe  remainesbchmde 
One  word  more  good  Ladie. 
Get.  Whatfliallldoc? 

Ham*  Not  this  by  no  meanes  that  I  bid  you  doe* 
Let  the  blowt  King  tempt  you  againe  to  bed, 
Pinch  wanton  on  yourcheeke,  call  you  his  Moufe, 
And  let  him  for  a  paire  of  rcecbie  kiiTcs } 
Or  padling  in  your  necke  with  his  damn'd  fingers. 
Make  you  to  roucll  all  this  matter  out 
That  I  eifenciaHy  am  not  in  madnetTe, 
But  mad  in  craft,  t*were  good  you  let  him  know. 
Tor  who  that's  but  a  Queene,  faire,  fober,  wife, 
Would  from  a  paddack,  from  a  Bat,  a  Gib, 
Such  deerc  confer  uings  hide,  who  would  doefo, 
No,  in  defpight  of  fence  and  fecrecie, 
Vnpeg  the  basket  on  the  houfes  top, 
Let  the  birds  flic,  and  like  the  famous  Ape, 
To  try  conclufions  in  the  basket  creepe, 
And  breakeyour  owne  necke  downe. 

Ger.  Be  thou  affur'd,  if  words  be  made  ofbreath, 
And  breath  of  life, I  haue  no  life  to  breath 
What  thou  haft  (aid  to  me. 

Ham.  I  muft  to  England  you  know  that, 

Ger.  Alack  I  had  forgot. 
Tis  fo  concluded  on* 

Ham.Thcr*s  letters  feald,&  my  two  fchooi-feliowes, 
Whom  I  will  truft  as  I  will  Adders  fang'd, 
They  bearc  the  Mandate  .they  muft  fweepemy  way 
And  marfhall  me  to  knauery :  let  it  worke, 
For  tis  the  fport  to  haue  the  Enginer 
Hoift  with  his  ownepetar,  an  t  fhall  goe  hard 
But  I  will  delue  one  yard  below  their  mines. 
And  blow  them  at  the  Moone  :  O  tis  moft  fweet 
When  in  one  line  two  crafts  directly  meet,  - 
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This  man  (hall  fee  me  packing, 
He  lugge  tbc  guts  into  the  neighbour  rocmc ; 
Mocher  good  night  indeed,tbis  Counfailer 
Is  now  Hioft  ttill.moft  fecret,and  rooft  graue, 
WVho  was  in  life  a  moft  foolifti  prating  knaue. 
Come  fir,to  draw  toward  an  end  with  you. 
Good  night  mother.  Exit. 

£»**r  King^nd  Quecne,witb  Rofincraui 
and  Gnyldenftcrne. 

King.  There's  matter  in  thefe  fighes,thcfe  profound  hcaucs, 
Youmuft  tranflate,tis  fit  we  vridcrltand  thenij 
Where  is  your  fonne  ? 

Gert.  Beftow  this  place  on  v*  a  lit. le  while. 
Ah  mine  owne  Lord,  what  hauc  I  feene  to  night  ? 

■fo*g«VVhat  Gertard,how  dooes  Hamlet  ? 

GertMzd  as  thefea  and  wind  when, both  contend 
Which  is  the  mightier  in  his  lawlcfle  fit, 
Behind  the  Arras  hearing.fomc  thing  ffir, 
Whips  outhis  Rapie/jCrycisaRat^  Rat, 
And  in  this  brainifh  apprchenfion  kills 
The  ynfeene  good  old  man, 

King.  O  heauy  deed  I 
It  had  btcne  fo  with  vs  had  wc  bin  there,  _ 
His  liberue  is  full  of  threats  to  all, 
To  you  your  felfe,to  vs^to  cuery  one, 
Alas,how  fhall  this  bloody  deed  be  anfwet'd } 
It  will  be  laidjto  T8,whofcprouidence 
Should  haue  kept  {hort^reArain'd^nd  out  of  haunt 
This  mad  young  man;  but  fo  much  was  our  louc, 
We  would  not  vndcrftan  J  what  was  mod  (it, 
But  like  the  owner  of  a  foule  difcafe 
To  keep  it  from  divulging,lct  it  feed 
Euen  on  the  pith  of  life  :  where  is  he  gone? 

Gert.  To  draw  apart  the  body  he  hath  kild, 
Ore  whom,his  very  madntffclikc  fome  ore 
Amo;  g  a  minerall  of  mettals  bafe, 
Showcs  it  felfe  pure,  a  weeps  for  what  is  done* 
King.  Gertrad,  come  away, 

The 
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The  Sun  no  fooncr  fhalt  the  mountaincs  touch, 
But  we  will  fhip  him  hencc,and  this  vile  deed 
We  muft  with  all  our  Makftic  and  skill       Enter  T^Uni  Guild. 
Both  countenance  andexcufe.  Ho  Guylden fame,  1 
Friends  both,oc  ioyne  you  with  fome  further  ayd, 
Hamlet  in  madneffc  hath  Polonim  flaine, 
And  from  his  mothers  clofet  hath  he  drag'd  him, 
Go  feeke  himoutfpeakefaireand  bring  the body 
Into  the  Chappcll ;  I  pray  you  haft  in  this, 
Come  GertrardtYicc'lc  call  vp  our  wifeft  friends, 
And  let  them  know  both  what  we  meanc  to  do 
And  whars  vntimcly  done, 
Whofc  whifper  ore  the  worlds  Diameter, 
As  leuell  as  the  Cannon  to  his  blank, 
Tranfports  his  poyfoned  (hot,may  miffe  our  name, 
And  hit  the  woundlefle  ayre,  O  come  away, 
My  foule  is  full  of  difcord  and  difmay.  Exeunt* 
Enter  Hamlet \Rofencr am  unci  others. 

Ha.  Safely  ftowd,buc  foftly,whac  noifeJwho  calls  on  Hamlet? 
O  here  they  come. 

Rof.  What  haue  you  done  my  Lord  with  the  dead  body  ? 

Ham.  Compounded  it  with  duft  whereto  it  is  kin. 

Rof  Tell  vs  where  tis  chat  we  may  take  it  thence, 
And  bcareit  to  the  Chappell. 

Ham.  Do  not  bclceue  it. 

Rof.  Bclecuewhat? 

Ham.  That  I  can  keep  your  counfaile  and  not  mine  owne,  be- 
fides  to  be  demanded  of  a  fpunge,  what  replication  (houid  be 
made  by  the  ionne  of  a  King. 

Rof.  Take  you  me  for  a  fpunge  my  Lord  } 

Ha*  I  tir,that  fokes  vp  the  Kings  countenance,  his  rewards^hts 
authorities,  but  fuch  Officers  do  the  King  heft  feruice  in  the  end, 
he  kecpstbem  like  an  apple  in  the  corner  of  his  iaw,firft  mouth'd 
to  be  lart  fwallo  wed, when  he  needs  what  you  haue  gleand,  it  is 
butfqecfingyou.and  fpunge  you  (hall  be  dry  againe. 

Rof.  I  vnderftfhd  you  not  my  Lord. 

Ham.  I  am  ghdofir,  aknauifh  fneech  fleepsin  afoolifheare, 
Rof  My  Lord^you  muft  tell  vs  where  the  body  is,and  go  witt* 
to  the  King. 

I  i  Hamlet 
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If  am.  The  body  is  with  the  King,but  the  King  is  not  with  th* 
body.  The  King  is  a  thing. 
GuyL  A  thing  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Of  nothing,  bring  me  to  him.  Exennh 

Enter  King,  and  two  or  three. 
King.  I  haue  fent  to  fcek  him,and  to  find  the  body, 
How  dangerous  is  it  that  this  man  goes  loofe, 
Yet  rauft  not  we  put  the  ftrong  Law  on  him# 
Hec's  lou'd  of  the  diftra&ed  multitude, 
Who  like  not  in  their  iudgernent,but  their  eyes, 
And  where  tis  fo,tfroffcndcrs  fcourgc  is  wayed 
But  neucr  the  offence :  to  beare  all  fmooth  and  euea, 
This  fuddaine  fending  him  away  mult  fecm 
Deliberate  paufe,  difcafes  delperate  grownc, 
By  defperate  apply  ancc  are  relieu'd 
Or  not  at  all. 

Enter  Rofeneraut  and  all  the  reft. 
King.  How  now, what  hath  befalne  ? 
Xef.  Where  the  dead  body  is  bcftowM  my  Lord 
We  cannot  get  from  him. 
King.  But  where  is  he  ? 

Rof.  Without  my  Loi  d,gnaf ded  to  know  your  pleafure. 
King.  Bring  Jum  before  vs. 

Rof.  Hoc,bring  in  the  Lord.  They  Enter. 

King.  No w  Hamlet , where's  <F olenitis  f 

Ham.  Atfupper. 

Ktng.  At  fuppcr  where/ 

Not  where  he  eates,but  where  he  is  eaten.a  certain  conuo- 
cation  of  politick  worms  are  ecn  at  him:your  worme  is  your  only 
Emperourfor  dyet,  we  fat  all  creatures  elfe  to  fat  vs,  and  we  fat 
our  felues  for  roaggots,your  fat  King  &  your  leanc  Beggar  is  but 
variable  fcruice,  twodifhes  but  to  one  table/ hat's  the  end. 

King.  Alafle,alafle. 

Ham.K  man  may  fifh  with  the  worme  that  hath  eat  of  a  King, 
cat  of  the  fiih  that  hath  fed  of  that  worme. 
King.  What doft  thou meane by  this? 
Ham*  Nothing  but  to  ftewyou  how  a  King  may  go  a  pro- 

grciTc 
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grcffe  through  the  guttci  of  a  Beggar. 
King.  Where  is  Pelemni  f 

Ham.  In  heaucn,fend  thether  to  fee,if  your  mefleoger  find  hirn 
not  there,  feekc  him  i'th  other  place  your  fclfe,  but  if  indeed  you 
find  him  not  within  this  moncthtyou  (hall  nofe  him  as  you  go  vp 
the  ttaircs  into  the  Lobby.  *  r 

Ktng>  Go  feek  him  there. 

Ham.  A  will  (ray  till  you  come. 

King.  Hamlet  this  deed  for  thine  efpeciall  fafety 
Which  we  doc  tender,as  wedeerly  grieue 
For  that  which  thou  haft  done,muft  fend  thee  hence: 
Therefore  prepare  thy  fclfe ; 
The  Barkeis  readie,and  the  wind  at  help, 
Th'aflbtiats  tend,  and  euery  thing  is  bent 
For  England. 

Ham.  For  England* 

King.  I  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Good. 

King.  So  is  it  if  thou  knew'ft  our  purpofesr 
Ham.  1  fee  a  Cherub  that  fees  them,  but  come  for  England  * 
Farewell  decre  mother. 

King.  Thy  laying  father  Hamlet. 

Ham.  My  mother,  father  and  mother  isman  and  wife, 
Man  and  wife  is  one  flefti,  fo  ray  mother : 
Come  for  England.  Exit. 

King.  Follow  him  at  foot, 
Tempt  him  with  fpecdabourd, 
Delay  it  not,rle  haue  him  hence  to  night. 
Away/or  euery  thing  is  feald  and  done 
That  els  leanes  on  the  affaire,pray  you  make  haftj, 
And  England  it  my  louethou  hold'ft  at  ought, 
As  my  great  power  thereof  may  giue  thee  fence3 
Since  yet  thy  Cicatrice  lookes  raw  and  red, 
After  theDanifli  Sword,and  thy  free  awe 
Paies  homage  to  vs,  thou  maift  not  coldly  fee 
Gur  Soueraigncproceflc,'  which  imports  at  full 
By  letters  congruing  to  that  crTcelf 
The  prcfent  death  of  Hamlet,  do  it  England, 
Fox  like  the  Hcftick  in  my  blood  he  rage*, 

And 


wjbt  jr.fgeJic  of  Hamlet 

And  thou  mu'*  cu'e  tneciil  I  know  tis  done. 

How  ere  my  haps,  my  ioyes  will  neere  begin.'  Exif. 

Enter  Fortwbrajfe  with  hts  Armie  ouer  the  Stage. 
Tortin.  Go  Captainc, from  me  greet  the  Danifh  King, 
Tell  him,  that  by  his  licence  Fortmbrajfe 
Craues  the  conueyancc  of  a  promis'd  march 
Oucr  his  Kingdome,  you  know  the  rendezvous, 
If  that  his  Maiefty  would  ought  with  vs, 
We  (hall  expreflc  our  duty  in  his  eye, 
And  let  him  know  fo. 

Cap.  I  wiU  doo'tmy  Lord. 

Tortin.  Gofoftlyon. 

Enter  Hamlet,  R0fencraw,&c. 

Ham.  Good  fir  whofe  powers  arc  thefe  ? 

Cap.  They  are  of  Norway  fir. 

Ham.  How  propofd  fir  I  pray  you  ? 

Cap.  Againit  iomc  part  of /V.W. 

Ham.  Who  commands  them  fir  ? 

Cap.  The  Nephew  to  old  Norway9FortinbraJfe. 

Ham.  Goes  it  againft  the  maine  of  Poland  fir  ? 
Or  for  ibme  frontire  ? 

Cap.  Truly  to/peake,and  wi'h  no  addition, 
We  goe  to  gaine  a  little  patch  of  ground 
That  hath  in  it  no  profit  but  the  name 
To  pay  fiue  duckets ,fiue  I  would  not  farme  it  ? 
Now  will  ityecld  to  Norway  or  the  Pole 
A  ran  cker  rate, (hould  it  be Tould  in  fee. 

Ham.  Why  then  the  Pollacke  ncuer  will  defend  it. 

Cap.  Yes  it  is  already  ganfon.d. 

Ham.  Two  thoufand  foules  and  twenty  thoufand  duckets 
Will  not  debate  the  queftion  of  this  ftraw, 
This  is  th'impoftumc  of  much  wealth  and  peace, 
That  inward  breakes  and  fhewes  no  caufe  without 
Why  the  man  dies.  I  humbly  thanke  you  fir. 

Cap.  God  buy  you  fir. 

Rof.  WiJ't  plcafe  you  goe  my  Lord? 

Ham.  rie.be  with  you  ftraight,^o  a  little  before^ 
How  ail  occafions  do  informe  againit  me. 
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And  fpur  my  dull  rcucngc.  What  is  a  man 
If  his  chiefe  good  and  market  of  his  time 
Be  but  co  deep  and  feed,a  beaft,no  more : 
Sure  he  char  made  vs  with  fuch  large  difcourfe 
Looking  before  and  after,  gaue  vs  not 
Thac  capability  and  God. like  reafon 
To  fuft  in  ts  rnus'd  ,now  whether  ic  be 
Beftiall  obliuion,or  fome  crauen  fcruple 
Of  thinking  too  precifily  on  th'euenc, 
A  thought  which  quartered  hath  but  one  part  wifdome. 
And  euer  three  parts  coward  I  do  not  know 
Why  yet  1  line  to  fay  this  thing's  to  doe, 
Sich  I  haue  caufe,and  will  and  ftrength,and  neanes 
To  doo'c, examples  grorTe  as  earth  exhort  me, 
Witneflc  thii  Army  of  fuch  mafTe  and  charge, 
Led  by  a  delicate  and  tender  Prince, 
VVhofe  fpirit  with  diuine  ambition  puft, 
Makes  mouthes  at  the  inuifiblc  euent, 
Expofing  what  is  mortall,and  vnfure, 
To  all  that  fortune,death  and  danger  dare, 
Euen  for  an  Egge-ftiell,  Rightly  to  be  great, 
Is  not  to  ftir  without  great  argument, 
But  greatly  to  find  quarrell  in  a  draw 
When  honour's  at  the  flake. How  ftand  I  then 
That  haue  a  father  kild,  a  mother  ftata'd. 
Excitements  of  my  reafon, and  my  blood, 
And  let  all  deep, while  to  my  fhame  I  fee 
The  iminent  death  of  twenty  thoufand  men, 
That  for  a  fantafie  and  trick  of  fame 
Go  to  their  graues  like  beds,fight  for  a  plot 
Whereon  the  numbers  cannot  try  the  caufe, 
Which  is  not  combe  enough  and  continent 
To  hide  the  fli  ine.O  from  this  time  forth, 
My  thoughts  be  bloody ,or  be  nothing  worth.  Exit. 

Enter  Horath,GertrardiaMd a  Gentleman, 
Qmee%\  will  not  fpeak  with  her, 
Gsn.Shr  is  importunate. 
Indeed  Jiftracl,  her  mood  will  needs  be  pittied, 
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^tf.What  would  flic  hauei 

Gent.  She  fpeaks  much  of  her  Father,  fay  e$  {he  hearer 
There's  tricks  i'th  world,  and  hems,and  beats  her  heart, 
Spumes  enuioufly  at  ftrawes,fpeaks  things  in  doubt 
That  carry  but  halfe  fence,hcr  fpeech  is  nothing, 
Yet  the  vnflhaped  vfe  of  it  doth  moue 
The  hearers  to  colle6tion,they  yawne  at  it, 
And  botch  the  words  vp  fit  to  their  owne  thoughts, 
Which  as  winks  and  nods,and  gefturcs  yeeld  them, 
Indeed  would  make  one  thinke  there  might  be  thought 
Though  nothing  furc,yct  much  vn  happily. 

Hora.Twm  good  fhe  were  fpoken  with,for  fee  may  ftrew 
Dangerous  comeftures  in  ill-breeding  mindcs, 
Let  her  come  in. 

Enter  Ophelia* 

Qttee.  'Torny  fickc  foule,  as  fins  true  nature  isy 
'Each  toy  fcemss  prologue  to  fome  great  amiffe, 
•So  full  of  artlcAe  icaloulie  is  guilt, 
'It  fpills  it  fclfe^n  fearing  to  befpilt. 

Oph.  Where  is  the  beauteous  Maiefty  of  Denmark? 

Qnee*  How  now  Ophelia. .  [he fag** 

Ophe.  How  fhould  1  your  true  loue  know  from  aadthcr  on e.v 
By  his  cockle  hat  and  ftafFr,and  his  Sendall  fhoone. 

Quee*  Alafle  fweet  Lady, what  imports  this  ibng? 

Oph.  Sayyou,nay  pray  you  marke, 
He  is  dead  and  gone  Lady,  he  is  dead  and  gone,  Song. 
At  his  head  a  graiTe  grcenc  turph,  at  his  hecles  a  (lone. 
Oho.  *  .' 

Qnce.  Nay  but  Ophelia. 

OphiVtzy  you  marke. White  his  fhrowd  as  the  mountain  fnow 
Enter  King, 

J2*?r.  Al?flclookc  here  my  Lord. 

Ophe.Laidcd  all  with  fwcete  flowers, 
Which  beweept  to  the  ground  did  not  go  Song. 
With  true  loue /ho wers. 

King.  How  do  you  pretty  Lady  ? 

Oph.  Well  good  dild  you,  they  fay  the  Owle  was  a  Bakers 
daughter,  Lord  we  know  what  we  are,  but  know  not  what  wee 
may  be;  God  be  at  your  table, 
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King.  Conceit  vpon  her  Father. 

Opbe.  Pray  lets  haue  no  words  of  this,but  when  they  ask  you 
what  it  meanes,fay  you  this. 
To  morrow  is  %.V*lt» tints  day,  Song. 
All  in  the  morning  betimc, 
And  Iamayd  at  your  window 
To  be  your  Valentine. 

Then  vp  he  rofe,and  dond  his  dofe,and  dupt  the  chamber  doorc. 
Let  in  the  raaidc,  that  out  a  maide,  neuer  departed  more. 
K$ng.  Pretty  Ophelia. 

Oph.  Indeed  without  an  oath  I*ie  make  an  end  ont, 
By  gis  and  by  Saint  charity, 

alack  and  fie  for  fhame, 
Young  men  will  doott  if  they  come  too-t, 

by  Cock  they  are  to  blame. 
<Juoth  flic,bcfore  you  tumbled  me,you  promifd  me  to  wed 
(He  anfwers)So  fhould  I  a  done  by  yonder  fun 
And  thou  had  ft  not  come  to  my  bed. 
Ktng.  How  long  hath  (he  beene  thus  ? 
Oph.  I  hope  all  will  be  well,  we  muft  be  patient,  but  I  cannot 
chufe  but  weep  to  think  they  would  lay  him  i'th  cold  ground,my 
brother  (hall  know  of  i t, &  fo  I  thank  you  for  your  good  counfel. 
Come  my  CoachaGod  night  Ladies,God  night. 
Sweet  Ladies  God  night, God  night. 

Ktng.  Follow  her  dofe,giue  her  good  watch  I  pray  you. 
O  this  is  the  poifon  of  deep  gricfe,  it  fprings  all  from  her  Fathers 
death, and  now  behold,0  Gertrard,  Gertrard, 
When  forrowes  come,they  come  not  tingle  fpiest 
Bui  in  battalians :  firft  her  Father  flaine, 
Ncxt,your  Tonne  gone,and  he  mo  ft  violent  Author 
Of  his  owne  iuft  remoue,the  people  muddied 
Thick  and  mwholfome  in  thoughts,and  whifpers 
For  goo  APoUnim  death :&  we  haue  done  but  greenly 
In  hugger  mugger  to  inter  hinvpoore  Ophelia 
Diuided  from  her  felfe,and  her  faire  iudgemenr, 
Without  the  which  we  are  pictures,  or  mecre  beafts, 
Laft,and  as  much  containing  as  all  thefe, 
Her  brother  is  in  fecret  come  from  France, 
Feeds  on  this  wonder,keeps  himfelfe  in  clouds, 

K  a  And 
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And  wants  not  buzzers  to  infed  his  emre 
With  peftilent  fpeeches  of  his  fathers  death, 
Wherein  ncceflicie  of  matter  beggcrd, 
Will  nothing  flick  our  perfon  to  arraigne 
In  care  and  eare :  O  my  deare  Gertrard,ih\s 
Like  to  a  Murdring~peece  in  many  places 
Giues  me  foperfl  uous  death.       A  noife  within. 
Enter  a  Aiejfenger. 

King.  Attend,where  arc  my  Swiffcrs,let  chem  guard  the  door, 
What  is  he  matter? 

Mejfen.  Saue  your  fclfe  my  Lord. 
The  Ocean  ouct  peering  of  his  lift, 
Eaves  net  the  flats  with  more  impetuous  haft 
Then  young  Laertes  in  a  riotous  head 
Oa-bcares  your  Officers :  the  rabble  eall  him  Lord. 
And  as  the  world  were  now  but  to  begin, 
Antiquitie  forgot,  cuftome  not knowne, 
The  ratifiers  and  props  of  eoery  word* 
The  cry  choofe  we, Laertes  flaall  be  King, 
C?ps,hands  and  « osgues  applau'd  it  to  the  clouds, 
Laertes  (hall  be  King^Laertes  King. 

Qnee.Uoyi  cheerfully  on  the  falfe  trailc  they  cry .  A  neifemthm* 
Q  this  is  counter,  you  falfe  Danifh  dogs. 

Enter  Laertes  mtb  ethers. 

King.  The  doores  are  broke. 

Laer .Where  is  this  King  ?  firs  ftand  you  all  without 

tAll  No  lets  come  in. 

Laer.  I  pray  you  giue  me  leaue. 

%AfU  We  will,wc  will. 

Laer.  I  thanke  youkcepethe  doore,0  thou?ilt  King, 
Giueme  my  father. 

^^f.Calmelygood  Laertes* 

Laer.  That  drop  of  blood  chat**  calme  prodaknes  me  Baftard, 
Cries  cuckold  to  my  father, brands  the Hauot 
Eucrs  ht  re  between  the  chaft  vnfmcrchedbrow 
Of  my  true  mother. 

King.  What  is  the  caufe  Laertes 
That  thy  rebellion  lookes  fo  Giact.like  ? 
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Let  him  goe  Gertrdrd,  do  not  feare  ©Mr  peribty 
Thet's  fuch  diuinitie  doth  hedge  a  King, 
That  treafon  cannot  peepe  to  what  it  would, 
A&'s  lit  tie  of  his  will,  tell  me  Laertts 
Why  thou  art  thus  incenit,  let  him  go  GtrtrsrJ, 
Speake  man. 
Iaut.  Where  is  my  father? 
King.  Dead. 
Qute.  B  nt  not  by  him. 
King,  Let  him  demand  his  rill, 
Lner.  How  came  he  dead  ?  lie  not  be  iugled  with, 
To  hell  allegiancCjVOwes  to  the  blackeft  deuii, 
Confcience  and  grace,to  the  profoundeft  pit 
I  dare  damnation,  to  this  point  I  ftand, 
That  both  the  worlds  I  giue  to  negligence, 
Let  come  what  comes,  oncly  He  be  rcucngd 
Moil  throughly  for  my  father. 
King.  Wi,o fliall  (fay  you  ? 
Lner.  My  will,  not  all  the  worlds : 
And  for  my  meanes  He  husband  themfo  well. 
They  fhall  goe  farrc  with  little. 

Kmg.  Good  Ltertes \  if  you  defire  to  know  the  certaintie 
Of  your  de»re  father,  i'ft  writ  in  your  reuenge, 
That  foop- flake,  you  will  draw  both*friend  and  foe 
Winner  ard  loofer.. 

Laer.  None  but  his  enemies. 
King.  Will  you  know  them  then? 
Laer.  To  his  good  friends  thus  wide  He  ope  my  armcss 
And  like  the  kind  life-rendering  Pelican, 
Rep  aft  them  with  my  blond. 

King.  Why  now  you  fpeake 
like  a  good  child  <  nd  a  true  Gentleman. 
That  I  am  guihleiTc  of  your  fathers  death, 
And  am  moft  fenitble  in  griefe  for  it, 
It  (hall  as  leuell  to  your  iudgement  peare 
As  day  does  to  your  e ie.  A  noyfe  wtbm 

Enter  Of  belts* 
Laer.  Let  her  come  in. 
How  now  what  noife  is  that  ? 

K  3 
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O  heate,  dry  vp  my  braines,  tcares  fcucn  times  fait 

Burne  out  the  fence  and  vertue  of  mine  eye. 
By  heauen  thy  madnes  {hall  be  paid  with  weight 
Till  our  fcaleturnethebeame.  ORofeofMay, 
Deere  maid,  kind  filter,  fwcet  Ophe/ta, 
OHeauens,  iltpoflfible  a  young  maids  wirs 
Should  be  as  mortal!  as  a  poore  mans  life ! 

Ophe.Thcy  bore  him  bare-fac'dontheBecre,     .  Song* 
And  in  his  graue  rain'd  many  a  teare, 
Fare  you  well  my  Doue. 

Laer.  Hadft  thou  thy  wits,  and  did'it  perfwade reuenge 
It  could  not  mooue  thus. 

Opbe.  You  muft  fing  a  dovvne,  a  downe, 
And  you  call  him  a  downe  a.  O  how  the  whcele  becomes  ic, 
It  is  the  falfe  Steward  that  Mole  his  Matters  Daughter, 

Laer.  This  nothing's  more  then  matter. 

Opbe.  There's  Ro(emary,tnat  for  remembrance,pray  you  louc 
remember,  and  there  is  Pancics,  thats  for  thoughts. 
Laer.K  document  in  madnes3 thoughts  and  remembrance  fitted. 
Opbe.  There's  Fenniil  for  you,  and  Colembines,  there's Rew  for 
you,  and  hecre's  i'ome  for  mec,  wee  may  call  it  hcrbe  of  Grace  a 
Sundayes,  you  may  weare  your  Rew  with  a  difference,  there'sa 
Dafie,  I  would  giue  you  fome  Violets,  but  they  withcrdall  when 
my  Father  died,  tbey  fay  a  made  a  good  end. 
For  bonny  fweet  Robin  is  all  my  ioy. 

Laer.  Thought  and  affli&ions,pa(fion,  hell  it  felfe 
She  turaes  to  fauour  and  to  pre ttineffe. 

Ophe.  And  will  a  not  come  againe,  Song. 
And  will  a  not  come  againe, 
No,  no,  he  is  dead,go  to  thy  death  bed, 
He  neuer  will  come  againe. 
His  beard  was  as  white  as  fnow, 
Flaxen  was  his  pole, 

He  is  gone,  he  is  gone,  and  we  caft  away  mone, 
God  a  mercic  on  his  foiric,  and  allChitftians  foules, 
God  buy  yous. 

Laer.  D  oe  you  this  O  God. 

King.  Lames,  I  muft  commune  with  your  griefe, 
Or  you  deny  me  right,  goe  but  a  part, 
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Make  choice  of  whom  yoar  wifeft  friends  you  wilt, 

And  they  fliall  bearc  add  iudge  twixt  you  and  tee,  i 

If  by  direct  or  by  coNaturall  hand 

They  find  vs  touchr,  we  will  our  Kingdom*  giue. 

Our  crowne,  our  life,  and  all  that  we  call  ours 

To  you  in  fatisfa&ion ;  but  if  not, 

Be  you  content  to  lend  your  patience  to  vs, 

And  we  fliall  ioyntly  labour  with  your  fcule 

To  giue  it  due  content. 

Laer.  Let  this  be  fo. 
His  meancs  of  death,  his  obfeure  funerall, 
No  Trophx,  Sword,  nor  Hatchment  ore  his  bones, 
No  noble  right,  nor  formall  oftentation,  s 
Cry  to  be  heard  as  t were  from  heauen  co  earth, 
That  I  muft  call't  in  qucftion. 

King.  So  you  fliall, 
And  where  th*  Offence  is,  let  the  great  axe  fail, 
I  pray  you  goc  wich  me.  Exeunt. 

Snter  Her  nth  And  others. 

Hera.  What  are  they  that  would  fpeake  with  me? 

Gen.  Sea-faring  men  fir,  they  fay  they  haue  Letters  for  you. 

Herd.  Let  them  come  in. 
I  doe  not  know  from  what  part  of  the  world 
I  fliould  be  greeted.  If  not  from  Lord  Hamlet.   Enter  Snjlerjl 

Say.  God  bleffe  you  fir. 

Hera.  Let  him  blefle  thee  to. 

Say.  A  fliall  fir  and  pleafe  him,  there's  a  Letter  for  you  fir  ,  it 
came  from  the  EmbaiTador  that  was  bound  for  England ,  if  your 
name  be  Horatio,  as  I  am  let  to  know  it  is* 

Her.  Horatio,  when  thou  (halt  haue  ouer-look't  this,giuc  thefc 
fellowes  fome  m canes  to  the  King, they  haue  Letters  for  him:  Ere 
we  were  two  daies  old  at  Sea  ,  a  Pirat  of  very  warlike  appoint- 
ment gaue  vs  chafe,finding  our  felues  too  flow  of  faile,  we  put  on 
a  compelled  valour,and  in  the  grapple  I  boorded  them,on  the  in* 
flant  they  got  cleere  of  our  fliip,fo  I  alone  became  their  prifoner, 
they  haue  dealt  with  me  like  theeues  of  mercy,  but  they  knew 
what  they  did:I  am  to  doe  a  turnefor  them,  let  the  King  haue  the 
Letters  I  haue  fen t,  and  rcpaire  thou  to  me  with  as  much  fpecd 
as  thou  would  ft  flic  death.  I  haue  words  to  fpeake  in  thine  ear* 
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will  make  thee  dumbe,  yet  are  they  much  too  light  for  the  bord 
of  the  matter ,  thefe  good  fcllowcs  will  bring  thee  where  I  am 
Refencram  and  Gmldcrfterne hold  their  courfc  for  England^  them 
I  haue  much  to  tell  thee,  far  well. 

Se  that  thm  kwtweft  thine  Hamlet, 

Hera.  Come  I  wil  make  you  way  for  thefe  your  Letters 
And  dod't  the'fpecdier  that  you  may  direct  me 
To  him  from  whom  you  brought  them.  Exeunt 

Enter  King  and  Laertes* 

King.  Now  rauft  your  confetence  my  acquiitaocc  feale, 
And  you  rnuft  put  trie  id  your  heart  for  friend, 
Sith  you  haue  heard  and  with  a  knowing  eare, 
That  he  which  hath  your  noble  father  flaine 
Purfued  my  life. 

Laer.  It  well  appeares :  but  tell  me 
Why  you  proceed  not  againft  thefe  fcatcs 
So  criminall  and  fo  capitall  in  nature, 
As  by  yourfafctic,  greatneffe,  wifdome,  ail  things  elfe, 
You  mainly  wtreftirr*d  vp» 

King.  O  for  two  fpeciall  reafons 
Which  may  to  you  perhaps  feeme  much  Tnfinnow'd, 
But  yet  to  me  tha'r  ftrong,  the  Queene  his  mother 
Liues  almort  by  his  lookes,  and  for  my  felfe, 
My  vertue  or  my  plague,  be  it  either  which, 
She  is  fo  concliuc  to  my  life  and  foule, 
That  as  the  ftarre  mooues  not  but  in  his  Sphere 
T  could  not  but  by  her:  the  other  motiue, 
Why  to  a  publike  count  I  might  not  goe, 
Is  the  great  loue  the  generall  gender  beare  him, 
Who  clipping  all  his  faults  in  their  affection, 
Worke  like  the  Spring  that  turncth  wood  to  (tone, 
Conuert  his  Giucs  to  graces,  fo  that  my  arrowet 
Tgo  {lightly  timbered  f  r  fo  loucd  armcs, 
Would  haue  reuerted  to  my  bowagaine, 
But  not  where  I  haue  aim\i  them. 

Laer.  And  fo  I  haue  a  noble  father  loft, 
A  fitter  di  iuen  into  defperate  rermes, 
Whofe  worth,  if j>  raifes  may  goe  backe  agaioe 

Stood 
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Stood  challenger  on  mount  of  all  the  age 
For  her  perfections, but  my  rcucnge  will  come. 

Kmg . Brcake  not  your  fleeps  for  that,y ou  muft not  thinke 
That  wc  are  made  of  ftuffe  fo  flat  and  dull, 
That  we  can  let  our  beard  be  (hooke  with  danger, 
And  thinke  it  paftime,you  fhortly  fliall  heart  more, 
I  louM  your  father,  and  we  louc  our  felfe, 
And  that  I  hope  will  teach  you  to  imagine. 

Enter  a  Lftfefenger  with  Letters. 
Mefert.  Thefe  toyour  Maictfy,this  to  the  Quecne, 
Kt»g.  From  Hamlet,  who  brought  them? 
Mejfcn.  Sailers  my  Lord  they  fay,  I  faw  them  not, 
They  were  giuen  me  by  Claudso,  he  recciued  them 
Of  him  that  broug  t  them. 

King.  Laertes  you  ftiall  heare  them  :  leaue  vs. 
H  gh  !  nd  mighty ,  you  (hall  know  I  am  fet  naked  on  your  King- 
dome,  to  morrow  fhall  I  beg  leaue  to  fee  your  Kingly  eies,  when 
I  fhall,  firrt  asking  you  pardon,  thereunto  recount  the  occafion  of 
my  fu  do  en  rcturne. 

King.  What  ftiould  this  meane,  are  all  the  reft  comcbacke, 
Or  is  it  fome  abufe,  and  no  fuch  thing  ? 
Laer.  Know  you  the  hand? 
Kmg.  Tis  Hamlets  chara&er.  Naked, 
And  in  a  poft  fcript  here  he  faies  alone, 
Can  you  deuife  me? 

Lder.  I  am  loft  in  it  my  Lord,  but  let  him  come, 
It  warraes  the  very  ficknefle  in  my  heart 
That  I  Hue  and  tell  him  to  his  teeth, 
Thus  didft  thou. 

King.  If  it  be  fo 
As  how  fliould  it  be  fo,  how  orherwife, 
Will  you  be  ru*'d  by  me  ? 

Laer.  I  my  Lord/o  you  will  not  ore-rule  me  to  a  peace. 
King.  To  thine  o  wnc  peace,  if  he  be  now  retuincd, 
As  liking  not  his  Voyage,  and  that  he  meancs, 
No  more  to  vndertake  it,  I  wi  1  worke  him 
To  an  exploite,  now  ripe  in  my  deuife, 
Vndcrthe  which  he  fhall  not  choofe  but  fall : 

L  And 
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And  for  his  death  no  wind  of  blame  ftiall  breathe, 
But  eueo  his  mother  (hall  vncharge  the  praclife, 
And  call  it  accident. 

Lasr,  My  Lord  I  will  be  ruVd, 
The  rather  if  you  could  deuifc  it  io 
That  I  might  be  the  organ. 

King.  It  falls  right, 
Youhaue  bin  talkt  of  *ince  your  trauel  Jmueh, 
And  that  in  Hamlets  hearing  for  a  qualitie 
Wherein  they  fay  you  (rune,  your  fumme  of  parts 
Did  not  together  plucke  fuch  enuie  from  him, 
As  did  that  one,  and  that  in  my  regard 
Of  the  vnworthieft  fiege. 

Laer.  What  part  is  that  my  Lord  ? 

King.  A  very  riband  in  the  cap  of  youth 
Yec  needfull  too,  for  youth  no  lcffc  becomes 
The  light  and  carelcfle  liuerie  that  it  weares 
Then  ie  led  age,  hisfablei,and  his  weeds 
Importing  health  and  grauenefle;  two  moncths  fincc 
Heere  was  a  Gentleman  of  Notmandte> 
I  haue  feene  my  felte,  and  feru'd  againft  the  French, 
And  they  can  well  on  horfe-back,but  this  Gallant 
Had  witch-craft int,he grew vnto hisfeate, 
And  to  fuch  wondrous  doing  brought  his  horfe, 
As  had  he  bin  incorp'ft,  and  demy-natur'd 
With  the  braue  beaft ,  fo  farre  he  tcpt  me  thought, 
That  I  in  forgerie  offhapes  and  tricks 
Come  fliort  of  what  he  dicw 

Laer.  A  Norman waft? 

King.  A  Norman. 

Luer »  Vpon  toy  life  Lamoret, 

King.  The  very  fame. 

Laer.  I  know  him,  well  he  is  the  brooch  indeed. 
And  Gemme  of  all  the  Nation. 

King.  He  made  confeflion  of  you, 
And  gaue  you  fuch  a  mafterly  report 
For  art  and  exercife  in  your  defence, 
And  foryour  Rapier  rooft  cfpeciall, 
That  he  cri'd  out  C would  be  a  fight  indeed 
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Ifoiie  could  match  you;  the  Scrimcrsof  their  nation 
Hcfworc  had  neither  mot  on,  guard,  noreie, 
If  you  oppcs*d  them;  fir  chivs  report  of  his 
Did  Hamlet  fo  ecuenom  with  his  enuie. 
That  he  could  nothing  do,  but  wifh  and  beg 
Your  fodaine  comming  ore  to  play  with  you. 
Now  out  of  this. 

Laer.  What  out  of  this  my  Lord  ? 
King.  Laertes  was  your  father,  deere  to  you  } 
Or  are  you  like  the  painting  of  a  forrow, 
A  face  without  a  heart  ? 

Laer.  Why  askc  you  this  ?  ^ 
Awg.Not  that  I  think  yeu  did  not  loue  your  father, 
But  that  I  know,  loue  is  begun  by  time, 
And  that  I  fee  in  paiTages  of  proofe, 
Time  quallifics  the  fparke  and  (ire  of  it, 
There  Hues  within  the  very  flame  of  loue 
A  kind  of  wecke  or  fnuffc  that  will  abate  it, 
And  nothing  is  at  a  like  goodneffe  ft  ill, 
ForgoodneiTe  growing  to  a  plurifie, 
Dies  in  his  owne  too  much,  that  we  would  doe 
We  (houlJ  doe  when  we  would  :  for  this  Would  changes, 
And  ha*  h  abatements  and  delayes  as  many, 
As  thei  e  are  tongues  T  are  hands,  are  accidents, 
And  tt.cn  this  Should  is  like  a  fpend-thrifts  figh, 
That  hurts  by  eafing;  but  to  the  quicke  of  th'vlccr, 
Hamlet  comes  back  what  would  you  vndertake 
To  (hew  your  fclfe  indeed  your  fathcis  fontve 
More  then  in  words  } 
Lacr.  To  cut  his  throat  i'th  Church. 
King%  No  place  indeed  fhould  murthet  fancfruarize, 
Rcuenge  (hould  haue  no  bound4  :  but  good  Laertes 
Will  you  do  this,  keepe  dofe  within  yo«T  chamber 
Hamlet  returned,  (hall  know  you  are  come  home, 
Wcele  put  on  thofe  fliall  praiie  your  excellence, 
And  fet  a  double  yarnifh  on  the  fame 
TheFreacbmangiueyqwbvmg  you  in  in  fine  together 
And  wager  oreyour  heads;  he  being  renrofle, 
Moft  generous,  and  free  from  all  contriuing, 
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Will  not  perufc  the  foiles,  fo  that  with  cafe, 
Or  with  a  little  fliuffling,  you  may  choofc 
A  Sword  vnbatcd,and  in  a  pace  of  pra&ifc> 
Requite  him  for  your  father. 

Laer.  Iwilldoo't, 
And  for  the  purpofe,  lie  annoint  my  Sword^ 
I  bought  an  Vnclion  of  a  Mountebanke 
So  m^rtall,  that  but  dip  a  Knife  in  it, 
Where  it  drawes  bloud,  no  Cacaplahnc  fo  rare 
Collected  from  all  fim^les  that  haue  vertue 
Vndcr  theMoone.can  faue  the  thingfrom  death 
That  is  but  fcrarcht  with  allele  touc  ^  my  point 
With  this  contagion,  i  hat  if  I  gall  him  flightly,  it  may  be  death, 

King.  Lets  further  thii  ke  of  this. 
Weigh  what  conu-  lance  both  of  time  and  meanes 
May  fit  vs  to  our  fhape  if  this  ihould  faile, 
And  that  our  drift  lookcthr>ug  our  bad  performance, 
T  were  better  not  aflayd.  Therefore  this  proie&, 
Should  haue  a  backe  or  fecond  that  might  hold 
If  this  did  blaft  in  proofe;  foft  let  mc  fee, 
Wee'le  make  a  folcmne  wager  on  your  c  unnings, 
I  hau't,  when  in  your  motion  you  are  hot  and  drie,  » 
As  make  your  bouts  more  violent  to  that  end, 
And  that  he  cals  for  dnnke,  lie  haue  preferd  him 
A  Challicefor  the  once,  whereon  but  lipping, 
If  he  by  chance  efcape  your  venom' d  (luck, 
Our  purpofe  may  hold  there;  but  Hay,  what  noifc  ?■ 

Enter  Queene. 
Quee.  One  woe  doth  tread  vpon  anothers  heele. 
So  fait  they  follow;  your  fitters  drownd  Laertes* 
Z,4*r.Drown*d,0  where  ? 

QnceJlhtzc  is  a  Willow  growes  afcaunt  t  heB  rook." 
That  ftiowcs  his  hoarie  leaues  in  the  ghtlie  ftrcamc, 
There  with  fantaftick  garlands  did  fhe  make 
Of  Crow-  flowres,  Nettles,  Dalies,  and  long  Purples. 
Thatliberall  Shepherds  giuc  a  groffer  name, 
But  our  culcold  maids  do  dead  mens  ringers  cal  them* 
There  on  the  pendant  boughes  her  Coronet  weeds 

Clam 
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Clambring  to  hang,an  enuieus  fluer  broke 
When  downehcr  weedy  crophjps  and  her  felfe, 
Fell  in  the  weeping  Brookc,her  clothes  fprcd  wide, 
And  Mermaid-like  a  while  they  bore  her  vp, 
Which  time  flie  chanted  fnatches  of  old  lauds, 
As  one  incapable  ofherowne  diftrcfle. 
Or  like  a  creature  naciue  and  indewed 
Vnto  that  eIemcnt,burlong  it  could  not  be 
Till  that  her  garments  hcauy  with  their  drink, 
Puld  the  poore  wench  from  her  melodious  lay 
To  muddy  dtath. 

L*er.  Alaffe  then  is  (be  drownd. 

Quee.  Drownd,drown'd# 

L*r.Too  much  of  water  haft  thou  poore  Ophelia, 
And  therefore  I  forbid  my  tearcs ;  but  yet 
It  is  our  trick,  nature  her  cuftome  holds, 
Let  fbame  fay  what  it  will,when  thefe  are  gone, 
The  woman  will  be  out.  Adiew  my  Lord, 
Ihaue  a  fpeech  a  fire  chat  faine  would  blafe, 
But  that  this  folly  drownes  it  Exk. 

King.  Let's  follow  Gertrard, 
H  >vt  much  I  had  to  do  to  calme  his  rage, 
Now  feare  I  this  will  giuc  it  ft  art  againc. 
Therefore  lets  follow*  Exeunt* 

Enter  two  Clowncs. 
Clwn.ls  (he  to  be  buried  in  Chriftian  burial,when  fhe  wilfully 
fceks  her  owne  ialuation  i 

Othe.  I  tell  thee  (he  is  ,  therefore  make  her  graue  ftraight,  the 
Crowner  hath  fate  on  her,  and  rinds  it  Chriftian  buriall. 

CW.How  can  that  be,vnleflc  flic  drown'd  her  felfe  in  her  own 
defence. 

Of&.Why  tis  found  fo. 

CUw.  It  muft  be  fo  offended,  it  cannot  be  elfe,  for  here  lies  the 
point,  if  I  drownemy  felfe  wittingly,  it  argues  an  a&,  and  an  a& 
hath  three  branches ,  it  is  to  aft,  to  do,  to  perforator  all  jfhc 
drown'd  her  felfe  wittingly. 

Or^. Nay, but  here  you  good  man  deluer, 

Ghw.  Giuc  mc  lcauc,  here  lies  the  water,  good,here  (lands  the 

L  3  man, 
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man,good,if  the  man  goc  to  this  watc  r  and  drowne  himfelfe,  it  is 
will  he,nill  he,  he  goe»,rnatkc  you  that,  but  if  the  water  come  to 
him,  and  drowne  him,  he  drownes  not  himfdfe,  a;  gall,  he  that  is 
not  guilty  of  his  ownc  death  fhorcens  not  his  owne  Lfe. 
Oth.  But  is  this  law? 
Clow. I  marry  i'ftjCrowners  qucft  law. 
Oth.  \A  ill  you  ha  the  truth  an't,  if  this  had  not  been  a  gentle* 
Woman,ihe  fhould  haue  bin  buried  out  a  Chriftian  buriall. 

C/<nv.Why  there  thou  faift,and  the  more  pitty  that  great  folkc 
fhould  haue  countenance  in  this  world  to  drowne  or  hang  them- 
felues^more  then  their  euen  Chriften :  Come  my  fpadc,there  is  no 
ancient  gentlemen  but  Gardners ,  Ditchers  %  and  Graue-makcrs, 
they  hold  vp  tsddams  profefiion. 
Oth.  Was  he  a  gentleman  ? 
Clow.  A  was  the  full  that  euer  bore  armes. 
Tie  put  another  queftion  to  thee,  if  thou  anfwereft  me  not  to  the 
purpofe,  confeffe  thy  felfc. 
Oth.Got  to. 

{'low.  What  is  hce  that  builds  ftrongcr  then  cither  the  Mafon, 
the  Shipwright,or  the  Carpenter 
Oth.lhe  gallowes-maker,for  thatout-liues  a  rhoufand  tenants. 
Clow.  1  like  thy  wit  well  in  gooti  faith,the  gallowcs  dooes  well, 
but  how  dooes  it  welltft  dooes  wel  to  thofe  that  do  ilJ,now  thou 
dooft  ill  to  fay  the  gallo wes  is  built  itroi  gcr  then  the  Church,ar- 
gall,the  gallowesmay  doe  well  to  thee.  Too'tagaine.come. 

Oth.  VVho  builds  ftronger  then  a  Maton,  a  Shipwright,  or  a 
Carpenter. 

Clow.  I,  tell  me  that  and  vnyoke. 

OthMzrty  now  I  can  tell. 

Oth.Too't. 

flow9H  'ffe  t  cannot  tell. 

C/W. Cudgel  thy  brains  no  more  about  it,for  your  dul  aflc  wil 
not  mend  his  pace  wth  beating.&when  your  are  asktth  squcftio 
next,fay  a  gr..ue-  maker ,the  houfes  he  makes  lafts  tel  Doomfday. 
Goe  get  thee  in  and  fetch  me  a  foopc  of  liqucr. 
In  y;>uth  when  I  did  loue  did  iouc,  Song. 

Me  thought  it *was  very  fweet 
To  contract  O  the  time  fora  my  behoue, 

O  me  thought  thae  a  was  nothing  a  meet. 

Enter 
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Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 
Ham.H&s  this  fellow  no  fcelingof  his  bufines?a  fings  in  graue- 
making. 

Hora.Cuftotnc  hath  made  it  in  him  a  property  of  cafines. 
Ha.  Ti$  ecn  fo,  the  hand  of  lie  tie  imploiment  hath  the  daintier 
C/w.But  age  with  his  dealing  fteps  Song.  (fence, 

hath  clawed  me  in  his  clutch, 
And  hath  (hipped  me  into  theland, 
as  if  I  had  neucr  been  fuch. 
Ham.Thzz  skull  had  a  tongue  in  it,and  could  fing  once,how  the 
knaue  iowles  it  to  the  ground ,  as  if  twere  Cains  iaw-bone,  that 
did  the  firft  murder  :  this  might  be  the  pate  of  a  po!lititian,which' 
this  Afle  now  ore-reaches  ;  one  that  would  circumucnt  God, 
might  it  not? 

Hora.  It  might  my  Lord. 

Ham,  Or  of  a  Courtier ,  which  could  fay  good  morrow  my 
Lord  :  how  dolt  thou  fvveet  Lord  ?  This  might  be  my  Lord  fuch 
a  one,  that  praifed  my  Lord  fuch  a  ones  horfc,  when  a  meant  to 
beg  it :  might  it  not? 
Hora.  I  my  Lord. 

J/a.Why  een  fo,and  now  my  Lady  worms  Chopies,and  kneckc 
about  the  mazer  with  a  Sextens  fpadc  ,  heer's  fine  reuolution  and 
wehodthetricke  to  fee't,  did  thefebo  ^escoft  no  more  the  brec- 
ding,but  to  play  at  loggits  with  them:  mine  ake  to  thinkc  on  t. 

Clow.  A  pickax  and  a  fpade  a  fpade,  Song. 
for  and  a  fhrowding  flieer, 

O  a  pit  of  Clay  for  to  be  made 

for  fuch  a  gueft  is  meet. 
Hi.There's  another,why  may  not  that  be  the  skul  of  a  Lawyer? 
where  be  his  quiddities  now,  his  qualities,  his  cafes,  his  tenures, 
and  his  tricks?  why  dooes  he  fuffer  this  mad  knaue  now  to  knock 
him  about  the  fconce  with  a  dirty  fhouell,and  will  not  tell  him  of 
his  anions  of  battery  :hum,  this  fellow  might  be  in's  time  a  great 
buyer  of  Land,  with  his  Statutes,  his  recognifances,  his  fines,  his 
double  vouchers,  his  recoueries,  to  haue  his  fine  pate  full  of  fine 
durt  :  will  vouchers  vouch  him  no  more  of  his  purchafes  and 
doubles,  then  the  length  and  breadth  of  a  payre  of  Indentures? 
The  very  conueyances  of  his  Lands  will  fcarcely  lye  in  this  box, 
and  mult  th'inheritor  himfclfe  haue  no  more  ?  ha. 

Hora,  Not  a  iot  more  my  Lord,  Barn* 
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Ham.  Is  not  parchment  made  of  fheep-skins  ? 

HoraA  my  Lord, and  of  Calue-skins  too. 

Ham.  They  are  Sheep  and  Caliics  which  feeke  out  afluranee  in 
thac,  I  will  fpeake  to  this  fellow.  Whofe  graue's  this  firra  ? 

ClowMinc  fir,or  a  pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made. 

HamA  thinkc  ic  thine  indeed  for  thou  lyeft  in'c. 

Clow.  You  lye  out  on'c  fir,  and  therefore  tis  not  yours ;  for  my 
part  I  do  no:  lye  in't,yet  it  is  mine, 

/faw.Thou  doft  lye  in  c  to  be  in't  and  fay  it  is  thine,  tis  for  the 
dead, not  for  the  quick,  therefore  thou  lyeft. 

Clow.  Tis  a  quick  lye  fir,t  will  away  againe  from  me  to  you. 

Ha.  Whac  man  doft  thou  dig  it  for  ? 

Clow.For  no  man  fir. 

Ham. What  woman  then  ? 

ClowSox  none  neither. 

/fow.Who  is  to  be  buried  in't  > 

Clow.  One  that  was  a  woman  fir,  but  reft  her  foule  {hee's  dead. 

HamMovj  abfolure  the  fcnaue  is,wc  muft  fpeak  by  the  card  or 
cquiuocatio  wil  vndoo  vs.By  the  Lord  Horatioy\\\\%  three  ycres  I 
haue  took  note  of  it,the  age  isgrown  fo  picked,that  the  toe  of  the 
pefant  comes  fo  neere  the  heele  of  the  Courtier  he  galls  his  kybe. 
How  long  haft  thou  been  a  Graue-matccr  ? 

flow.  Of  the  daics  i't'h  yeere  I  came  too*:  that  day  that  our  laft 
Kkig  Hamlet  ouercame  Fortinbrajfe. 

Ham.  How  long  is  that  fince  ? 

Clo. Cannot  you  tell  that  ?  euery  foole  can  tell  that,it  was  that 
very  day  that  young  Hamlet  was  borne :  he  that  is  mad  and  fent 
into  England. 

Ham.  I  marry,why  was  be  fent  into  England? 

Clow.Why  becaufe  a  was  mad  :  a  (hall  recouer  his  wits  there, 
or  if  a  doe  not,  tis  no  great  matter  there. 

Ham.Why<  (as  he. 

Clow.  Twill  not  bee  feene  in  him  there,  there  are  men  as  mad 

Ham.How  came  he  mad  i 

Clow. Very  ftrangely  they  fay. 

Ham  Mow  ftrangely  ? 

Clow.  Faith  cen  with  loofing  his  wits. 

Ham.Vpon  what  ground  ? 

£7<w.Why  herein*Z)rww4r^:  Ihaue  bin  Sexton  here  man  and 
boy  thirty  ycares.  Ham. 
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Ham.  How  long  will  a  man  lyc  i'th  earth  ere  he  rot  ? 

Clow.  Faith  if  a  be  not  rotten  before  a  dye ,  as  we  haue  many 
pocky  corfes,  that  will  fcarce  hold  the  laying  in  ,  awill  iaftycu 
fome  eight  yeere,or  nine  ycere.A  Tanner  will  laft  you  nine  yeare* 

Ham.  Why  he  more  then  another? 

C/wr.Why  fir,his  hide  is  fo  tand  wi;h  his  trade,that  a  will  keep 
out  water  a  great  while ;  and  your  water  is  a  fore  decaycr  of  your 
whorfon  dead  body ,  hecr's  a  fcull  now  hath  lyen  you  i'th  earth 

Ham.  Whole  was  it  ?  (twenty  three  yeares. 

Clow.  A  whorfon  mad  fcllowes  it  was,  whofe  do  you  think  it 

Ham.  Nay  I  know  not.  (  was  ? 

Clow*  A  peftilenceon  him  for  a  mad  rogue,apourd  a  flagon  of 
Renifh  on  my  head  once ;  this  fame  skull  fir,  was  fir  Tortc^s  skull, 
the  Kings  letter. 

Ham.  This? 

CUw.  Eenthar. 

Ha.  Alas  poore  Torickel  knew  him  Horatto,*  fellow  of  infinite 
icft,ofmoft  excellent  fancy,  he  hath  bore  me  on  his  back  a  thou- 
fand  times ,  and  now  how  abhorred  in  my  imagination  it  is :  my 
gorge  rifes  at  it.  Here  hung  thofe  lips  that  I  haue  kift  I  know  not 
how  oft :  where  be  your  gibes  now  ?your  gamboles,  your  fongs, 
your  flaflies  of  mernmei  t ,  that  were  wont  to  fet  the  table  on  a 
roare,  not  one  now  to  mock  your  own  grinning}quite  chopfalne. 
Now  get  you  to  my  Ladies  table,  and  tell  her  ,  let  her  paint  an 
inch  thick.to  this  fauour  (he  mtift  come,  make  her  1  aught  at  that. 
Prethec  Horatio  tell  nie  one  thing. 

Horn.  Wh  t*s  that  my  Lord  < 

Ha.Doil  thou  think  Alexander  lookt  a  this  faftiion  i'th  earth  ? 

Horn  Een  fo. 

Ham%  A  d  fmelt  fo :  pah. 

Hora.  Ecn  fo  my  Lord. 

Ham.  To  what  b jfc  vfes  w«  truy  returne  Horatio  f  Why  may 
not  imagination  trace  the  noble  duft  of  tsflexander,  till  a  find  it 
flopping  a  bunghole  ? 

Hora.  Twere  to  confidcr  too  curiot(ly,t©  confider  fo. 
Hrf.No  faich,  ot  a  iot,buc  to  follow  him  thether  with  modefty 
enough,?nd  likelihood  to  lead  \t.  Alexander  died,  Alexander  was 
buried,  Alexander  retmnethto  duft,  the  duft  is  earth,  of  earth  we 
make  lomc,&  V\  hy  of  vhac  lomc  whereto  he  was  conuertcd,mighc 

M  they 


The  TragidieofHzmlct 

They  not  ftop  a  Becre-barrell  ? 

Imperious  C&far  dead, and  turn'd  to  Clay, 

Might  ftop  a  hole  to  keep  the  wind  away, 

O  that  that  earth  which  kepr  the  world  in  awe, 

Sould  patch  a  wall  t'cxpell  the  waters  flaw. 

But  fofc,but  fofc  awhile.hcre  comes  the  King,  Enter  King 

The  Queen.thc  Courtiers, who  is  this  they  follow?  Qnee.Laertes 

And  with  fuch  maimed  rites  ?  this  doth  betoken,     and  the  cerfe. 

The  corfe  they  follow,did  w  th  defpratc  hand 

Foredoo  it  owne  life,  \  was  of  fome  eltate, 

Couch  we  a  while  and  marke. 

Laer.  What  Ceremony  clfe  ? 

Ham.  That  \%  Laertes  a  very  noble  you  h,  make. 

Laer.  What  Ceremony  elfc? 

Dott,  Her  obfequies  haue  been  as  far  inlarg'd 
As  wc  haue  warranty,  her  death  was  doubtfull, 
And  but  that  great  command  ore-fwayes  the  orders 
She  fhould  in  ground  vnfanctificd  bin  lodg'd 
Till  the  laft  trumpet :  for  charitable  prayers, 
Flints  and  pcebles  fhould  be  throwne  on  her  : 
Yet  here  flie  is  allow*  d  her  virgin  Crams, 
Her  may  den  ftrewmcrits,  and  the  bringing  home 

0  f  bell  and  buriall. 

Laer.  Muft  there  no  more  be  doone  } 

Dott.  No  more  be  doone. 
We  fhould  prophane  the  fernice  of  the  dead3 
To  fing  a  Requiem  and  fuch  reft  to  her 
As  to  peace-parted  foules. 

Laer.  Lay  her  i'ch  earth, 
And  from  her  faire  and  vnpolluted  flefli 
May  Violets  fpring  :  I  tell  thee  churlifh  Pried, 
A  miniftring  Angcll  fliall  my  fitter  be 
When  thou  lyeft  how  ling. 

Ham.  What,  the  faire  Opbt/i*.' 

Ogee.  Sweets  to  the  fweet,farewell, 

1  hop  t  thou  (hould'd  haue  bin  my  Hamlets  wife, 

I  thought  thy  bride-bed  to  haue  decktfwcet  mayd, 
And  not  haue  ftrew'd  thy  graue. 
Laer*  O  tiebblcvfoe 

Fail 
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Fall  ten  times  double  on  that  curftd  head, 
Whofe  wicked  deed  thy  rooftjingenious  fence 
Dcprioed  thee  of,hold  off  the  earth  a  while, 
Til  I  hatie  caught  her  once  more  in  mine  armcs-; 
Now  pile  your  duft  vpon  the  quick  and  dead, 
Till  ot  this  flat  a  mountaine  you  haue  made 
To  retop  old  Pelionjoi  the  skyefh  head 
Of  blcviO/jmpw. 

Ham.  What  is  he  whofe gricfe 
Bcares  fuch  an  Empbafistviho{c  phrafc  of  forrow 
Coniures  the  wandring  Stars, and  makes  them  ftand  - 
Like  wonder  wounded  hearers  ?tisl 
Hamlet  the  Dane. 

Laer.  The  Diuell  take  thy  foule, 
Ha,  Thou  pray'ft  not  well,  I  prethce  take  thy  fingers 
For  though  I  am  not  fplecnatiue  rafh,  (from  my  throat, 
Ye:  haue  I  in  mefomcthing  dangerous, 
Which  let  thy  wifdomc  feare ;  hold  off  thy  hand  ? 
Ktng.  Pluck  them  afunder, 
Qnte.  Hamlet,  Hamlet, 
jill.  Gentlemen. 
Bora,  Good  my  Lord  be  quiet. 
Ham.  Why  1  will  fight  with  him  Tpon  this  theamc 
Vntill  my  eye-lids  will  no  longer  wagge. 
Quee.  O  my  fonne,what  theame  ? 
Hdm.  I  lou  d  Ophelia :  forty  thoufand  brothers 
Could  not  with  all  their  quantity  of  loue 
Make  yp  my  fum.  What  wilt  thou  doo  for  her. 
King.  ©  he  is  mad  Laertes. 
Quee.  For  loue  of  God  forbeare  him  * 
Ham.  S'woundsOiewrnc  what  th'out  do« : 
Woo't  weep,  woo't  fight,  woo't  faft,  woo't  teare  thy 
Woo't  drinkc  vp  EGll,eat  a  Crocadile  (  felfe, 

He  doo'c :  dooli  come  here  to  whine  i 
To  out- face  me  w;  th  leaping  in  her  grade, 
Be  buried  quick  with  her, and  fo  will  I. 
And  if  thou  prate  of  mountcines^ct  them  throw 
Millions  of  Acres  on  ys,till  our  ground 
Sindging  his  pate  againft  the  burning  Zone  ' 

M  2  Mate 
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lie  rant  as  well  as  thou. 

JQuee.  This  is  meere  madneff?, 
And  this  a  while  the  fit  will  worke  on  him, 
Anon  as  patient  as  a  female  Doe 
When  that  her  golden  cuplcts  are  difclofed 
His  filence  will  fit  drooping. 

ffcoi.  Heare  you  fir, 
What  is  the  reafon  that  you  vfe  me  thus> 
I  lou'd  you  euer,buc  it  is  no  matter, 
Let  Hercules  himfelfe  do  what  he  may 
The  Cat  will  mew, a  Dog  will  haue  his  day       Exit  Hamlet 

Ktng.  I  pray  thee  good  Horatio  wait  vpon  him,     and  H*rali»* 
Strengthen  your  patience  in  our  la(t  rights  fpeech, 
Weele  put  the  matter  to  the  prefent  pufli : 
Good  Gertrardfa  fome  watch  oucryour  fonne* 
This  grauc  (hall  haue  a  liuing  monument, 
An  houre  of  quiet  thereby  (hall  we  fee 
Tell  then  in  patience  our  proceeding  be.  EremK 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio, 

H*.So  much  for  thisfir,now  ffial  you  fee  the  other, 
You  do  remember  all  the  circumftance. 

Hor.  Remember  it  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Sir  in  my  heart  there  was  a  kind  of  fighting 
That  would  not  let  me  deep,  me  thought  I  lay 
Worfe  then  the  mutines  in  the  bilbo's,ra(Kly, 
And  praifd  beraftinesfor  it :  let  vs  know, 
©ur  indifcretion  fometimes  fcrucs  vs  well 
When  orrr  deep  plots  do  fal.and  that  fhould  lcarne  vs^ 
There's  a  diuinity  that  ftiapes  our  ends, 
Rough  hew  them  how  we  will. 

Hora.  That  is  moft  certaine* 

Ham.  Vp  from  my  Cabin* 
My  fea-gowne  fcarft  about  me  in  the  darke 
Gropt  I  to  find  out  thcm,had  my  defire, 
Fingard  their  packet,and  in  fine  withdrew 
To  mine  ownc  toome  againe  making, fo  bold 


Prince  a/Denmarke. 

My  fcarcs  forgetting  manners  to  vnfold 
Their  grand  commifiionj  w  here  I  found  Horatio 
A  royall  knauery,  an  cx?6t  command 
Larded  w  th  many  fcuerail  forts  of  reafons, 
Importing  Denmark*  health,  and  England*  to, 
With  hoe  fuch  Bugs  and  Goblins  in  my  life, 
That  on  the  fuperuife  no  leifurc  bated, 
No  not  to  May  the  grinding  of  the  Axe, 
My  head  fliould  beftrookeoff. 
Hora.  rupoffiblc? 

jfaw.Here's  the  cemmiflion^cad  it  at  more  leifure. 
But  wilt  thou  heare  now  how  I  did  proceed, 
Hora.  I  beiecch  you. 

Ham,  Being  thus  be-netted  round  with  villaines, 
Or  I  could  make  a  Prologue  to  my  braines, 
They  had  begun  the  Play,  I  fat  me  downe, 
Deuis'd  a  new  commiflion,  wrote  itfaire, 
I  once  did  hold  it  as  onr  Statifts  doe 
A  bafeneffe  to  write  fairc ,  and  labourd  much 
How  to  forget  that  learning  but  fir  now 
It  did  meyeom  ns  feruice,  wilt  thou  know 
Th*  effect:  of  what  I  wrote  ? 
Hora.  I  good  my  Lord. 
Ham.  An  earnctt  conjuration  from  the  King, 
As  Sngland  was  his  faithfUl  Tributarier 
As  loue  between  them  like  the  Palme  might  ftorifli, 
As  peace  fliould  ftill  her  wheaten  Garland  weare 
And  ftand  a  Comma  tweene  their  amities, 
And  many  fuch  like,  as  fir  of  great  charge, 
That  on  the  view,  and  know  ing  of  thefe  cootens, 
Without  debatement  further  more  or  leffe 
He  fliould  thofe  bearers  put  to  fuel  den  death, 
Not  fliriuing  time  allow'd. 
Hora.   How  was  this  feald  ? 
Ham.  Why  euen  in  that  was  Heauen  ordinanr^ 
1  had  my  fathers  fignct  in  my  purfe 
Which  was  the  modell  of  that  Dantfr(e&\c, 
Folded  the  writ  vp  in  the  forme  of  thither, 
Subfcrib'dit,  gau'tth'imprcflion,plac  d  itfafelyj, 
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The  changltng  neucr  knowne :  now  the  next  day 
Was  ourSea-fight,  and  what  to  this  was  fequenc 
Thou  knoweft  already, 
Hora,  So  GHyldensterne  an d  Refencraus  go  too't. 
Ham.They  are  not  ncer  my  confcicnce;their  defeat 
Does  by  their  owne  infinuation  grow, 
Tis  dangerous  when  the  bafei  nature  comes 
Betweenethcpafle  and  fell  incenfed  points 
Of  mightie  Oppofites. 

Hera.  Why  what  a  King  is  this! 

Ham.  Does  it  not  think  thee  ftand  me  now  vpon  ? 
He  that  hath  kild  my  Kiag>  and  whord  my  mother, 
Pop'c  in  betweene  the  election  and  my  hopes, 
Throwne  out  his  Angle  for  my  proper  life, 
And  with  fuch  cofnage,  ttl  not  perfect  confciencc  ? 

E»ter  a  Courtier . 

Cour.  Your  Lordfhip  is  right  welcome  backe  to  Denmark^ 

Ham.  I  humbly  thanke  you  fir. 
Doo'ft  know  this  Water-flie  } 

Hera,  No  my  good  Lord. 

Ham.Thy  ftate  h  the  mere  gracious ,  for  tis  a  vice  to  know 
him,  He  hath  much  land  and  fertiliser  a  beaft  be  Lord  ofbearts, 
and  his  Gib  fhall  ftand  at  the  Kings  metfe,  tis  a  chough,  but  as  I 
fay,fpacious  in  the  poffeflion  of  durr. 

Cour.  Sweet  Lord,  if  your  Lordfhip  were  at  lefrure,  I  fhould 
impart  a  thing  to  you  from  his  Maiefty. 

Ham.  I  willreceiue  it  fir  with  all  diligence  of  fpirit,your  bon- 
net to  his  right  vfe,  tisfor  the  head. 

Cour.  I  thanke  your  Lordftiip,  it  is  very  hot. 

Ham.  No  beleeue  me,  tis  very  cold,  the  wind  is  Northerly. 

Com.  It  is  indifferent  cold  my  Lord  indeed. 

Ham.  But  yet  me  thinks  ic  is  very  foultry  and  hot^or  my  com- 
plexion. 

Cour.  Exceedingly  my  Lord,  it  is  very  foultry  as  t'were  I  can- 
not t4l  how  :  my  Lord  his  Maiefty  badme  fignific  to  ycu,that  a 
has  layed  a  great  wager  on  your  head,  fir  this  is  the  matter. 

Ham.  I  befeech  you  remember. 

Cour.  Nay  good  my  Lord  for  my  eafe  in  good  faith,fir  here  is 
newly  come  to  Court  Laertes ,  beleeue  mce  an  abfolute  Gentle- 
man, 


Trhce  o/Denmarlce. 

man,  full  of  moft  excellent  differences ,  of  very  fofc  focietie, 
a  \d  great  Showing  rindecd  tofpeake  feelingly  of  him,  he  is  the 
Card  or  Kalcnder  of  Gentrie  :  for  you  fhali  find  in  him  the  conti- 
nent of  what  part  a  Gentleman  would  fee. 

Ham.  Sir,  his  definement  fuffers  no  perdition  in  you.though  I 
know  to  diuide  him  inucntorially  ,  would  dizzie  th'arithroetick 
of  mcmoric,and  yet  but  raw  neither,  in  refp?&  of  his  quick  faile, 
but  in  the  verity  of  extclmcnt  J  take  him  to  be  a  foule  of  great  ar- 
ticle, and  his  infufion  of  fuch  dearth  and  rarcnefTe,as  to  make  true 
dixion  of  him,  his  fcmblable  is  his  mirrour,  and  who  els  would 
trace  him,  his  vmbrage,  nothing  more. 

Ctur*  Your  Lordfhip  fpcakes  moft  infallibly  of  him. 

Ham.  The  conccrnancy  fir,why  do  we  wrap  the  Gentleman  in 
our  root  rawer  breath  ? 

Com.  Sir. 

Hora.lA  not  poffiblc  to  vnderftand  in  another  tongue,you  will 
doo'tfir  really. 

Ham.  What  imports  the  nomination  of  this  Gentleman  ? 
Cmr.  Of  Luurtes. 

Hera.  His  purfe  is  empty  already^ll's  golden  words  are  fpent. 
Ham.  Of  him  fir. 

l#*r.  I  know  you  are  not  ignorant. 

Ham.  I  would  you  did  fir,  yet  in  faith  ifyoudid,it  would,not 
much  appro ue  me,  well  fir. 

Com*  You  are  ignorant  of  what  excellence  Laertes  is. 

Ham.  I  dare  notconfefle  that,leaft  I  fliould  compare  with  hinv 
in  excellence,  but  to  know  a  man  well,  were  to  know  himfclfc. 

Com.  I  mcane  fir  for  this  weapon ,  but  in  the  imputation  laid 
on  him  by  them  in  his  meed,  he's  vnfellowcd. 

Ham.  What's  his  weapon? 

Com:  Rapiar  and  Dagger. 

Ham.  That's  two  of  his  weapons,  but  well. 

Com.  The  King  fir  hath  wagerd  with  him  fix  Harbarj  horfes 
againft  the  which  hehasimpaund  at  Itake  it  fix  French  Rapiers 
and  Poinards,  with  their  affignes,  as  girdle,  hanger  and  fo.Thrce 
of  the  carriages  in  faith,  are  very  dearc  to  fancie,  very  refponfiue 
Co  the  hilts,  moft  delicate  carriages,  and  of  very  liberal!  conceit. 

Ham.  What  call  you  the  carriages  ? 

Her4.  I  knew  you  muft  be  edified  by  the  margent  ere  you  had 
done.  Cm** 
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Couu  The  carriage  fir  arc  the  hangers. 

Ham*  The  phrafe  would  be  more  Germm  to  the  matter  if  we 
could  carrie  a  Canon  by  ©ur  fides ,  I  would  ic  might  bee  hangers 
till  then,but  on,  fix  Barbarj  horfes  againlt  fix  French  Swords  their 
aflignes,  and  three liberall  conceited  carriages ,  that's  the  French 
bet  againft  the  Danifh,  why  is  this  all  you  call  it  ? 

Ciw.The  King  fir,hath  laid  fir,that  in  a  dozen  pafles  betweene 
your  felfe  and  him, he  fliall  not  exceed  you  three  hits,he  hath  laid 
on  ewelue  fornine,and  it  would  come  to  immediate  triall,ifyour 
Lordfliip  would  vouchfafe  the  anfwerc. 

Ham.  How  if  I  anfwere  no  ? 

Cour%  I  meane  my  Lord  the  oppofition  ofyourperfon  in  trial. 
Ham.  Sir  I  will  walkc  heerc  in  the  hall,Tf  itpleafehis  Maicfly, 
it  is  the  breaching  time  of  day  with  me,let  the  foiles  be  brought, 
the  Gentleman  willing,  and  the  King  hold  his  purpofc;  I  will  win 
for  him  and  I  can,  if  not  I  will  gainc  nothing  but  my  fhame-,  and 
the  oddc  hits* 

Coht.  Shall  Iddineryoufo? 

Ham.  To  this  effect  fir,  after  what  floriffi  your  nature  will. 

C**r.  I  commend  my  dutie  to  your  Lordfliip. 

Ham.  Yours  doo's  well  to  commend  it  himfelfe ,  there  are  no 
tongues  elfe  for  his  turne. 

Hera.  This  Lapwing  runs  away  with  the  flicll  on  his  h^ad- 

Ham.  A  did  fo  fir  with  his  dugge  before  a  fuckt  it,*hu$  Has  he 
and  many  more  of  the  fame  breed  that  I  know  the  droflie  age 
dotes  on,  onely  got  the  tune  of  the  time ,  and  out  of  an  habit  of 
incountcr,a  kind  of  miftie  collection, which  carries  them  through 
and  through  the  moft  profane  and  trennowned  opinons,  and  doe 
but  blow  them  to  their  trial!,  the  bubbles  are  out. 

Enter  4  Lord. 

Lerd.  My  Lord,his  Maieftie  commended  him  to  you  by  yong 
0(}rtcke,vi\\o  brings  back  to  him  that  you  attend  him  in  the  hall, 
he  fends  to  know  if  your  pleafure  hold  to  play  with£*tfW,or  that 
you  will  take  longer  time  ? 

Ham.  I  am  conftanr  to  my  purpofes ,  they  follow  the  Kings 
pleafure,if  hi»  fitnefle  fpeakcs,mincis  readymow  or  whenfoeuer, 
prouided  i  be  fo  able  as  now* 

"  -  Lord. 


*Prin§e  ^  Denmarkc. 

L*rd.  The  King  and  Qjjecne  and  all  arc  coraroing  downe. 
Ham.  In  happy  time. 

Lord.  The  Qucenc  defircs  you  to  yfe  fome  gentle  entertain- 
ment to  Laertes,  before  you  go  to  play. 
Ham.  Sheewcllinftrudhme. 
Hora,  YouwiUloofemy  Lord. 

Ham.  I  do  not  think  fo,  fince  he  went  into  France 1 1  haue  bin 
in  continuali  praftife,  I  fliall  winne  at  the  odde^;  thou  would'ft 
not  thinke  how  ill  all's  hcere  about  my  heart,  but  it  is  no  matter, 

Hera.  Nay  good  my  Lord. 

Ham.  It  is  butfoolerie,  but  it  is  fuch  a  kind  of  game-giuing, 
as  would  perhaps  trouble  a  woman. 

Hora.  If  your  mind  diflike  any  thing,  obay  it.  I  (hall  foreftall 
their  repaire  hither  and  fay  you  arc  not  fit. 

/faw.Noc  a  whit  wc  defie  Augurie,there  is  fpeciall  prouidencc 
in  the  fall  of  a  Sparrow,  if  it  bee,  tis  not  to  come,  if  it  bee  not  to 
come,  it  will  be  now,  if  it  be  not  now,  yet  it  will  come,the  readi- 
neffe  it  all,  fincc  no  man  of  ought  he  leaues  ,  knowes  what  ift  to 
leaue  betimes,  let  be. 

A  table  prepared,  Trumpets,  Drums  and  Officers  with  fijhtens, 
King,  Qneene.and  alltheflateJEotles,  Daggers, and  Laertes* 

King*  Come  Hamlet,  ccme  and  take  this  hand  from  me. 

Ham.  Giue  me  youi  parden  fir,  I  haue  done  you  wrong, 
But  pardon't  as  you  are  a  Gen  lemm ,  this  prefence  knowei, 
And  you  muft  needs  haue  hcard^ho  w  lam  puniflu 
With  a  lore  diftrac^ion :  what  I  haue  done 
That  might  your  nature,  honour,  and  exception 
Roughly  aw  ake  I  ieere  proclaime  v^as  madnctfe, 
Waft  Hamlet  wronged  Laertes?  ncuer  Hamlet, 
If  Hamlet  from  himielfe  be  tanc  away, 
And  when  he's  nothimfelfe,  doe's  wrong  Laertes, 
Then  Hamlet  doe's  it  not,  Hamlet  denies  it, 
Who  does  it  then?  his  madneffe.  Ift  be  fo, 
Hamlet  isoCthc  fr&ion  that  is  wronged, 
His  madneffe  is  poore  Hamlets  cnLin'ie, 
Let  my  difclaiming  from  a  purpos'd  euill, 
Free  me  fo  farrc  in  your  mofi  generous  thoughts 
That  Ihroie  fnot  my  Arrow  ore  the  houfe 

N  *  And 
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And  hurt  my  brot  her. 

Laer.  I  am  fatisfied  in  nature, 
Whofemotiue  in  this  cafe  fhoctld  ftirrememoft 
To  my  reuenge,  but  in  my  cearmes  of  honor 
I  ftand  aloofc,  and  will  no  reconcilement, 
Till  by  fome  elder  Matters  of  knowne  honour 
I  haue  a  voice  and  prefident  of  peace 
To  my  name  vngor'd :  but  all  that  time 
I  doe  receine  your  offered  loue,  like  loue, 
And  will  not  wrong  it.. 

Ham.  I  imbracc  it  freely  ,and  will  this  brothers  wager 
frankly  play. 
Giue  vs  the  Foiles. 

Lasr.  Come,oncforme. 

Ham.  He  be  your  foile  Laertes,  in  mine  ignorance 
Your  skill  fliall  like  a  ftarrc  fth  darkeft  nighc 
Stick  fiery  of  indeed. 

Laer.  You  mock  me  fir. 

Ham.  No  by  this  hand. 

King.G'wfc  them  the  foiles  yong  O/tr/c^coCmHaf* 
You  know  the  wager. 

Ham.  Very  well  my  Lord, 
Your  Grace  has  laid  the  oddes  a'th  weaker  fide. 

King.  I  doe  not  feare  it,  I  haue  fcene  you  both, 
But  fince  he  is  better,  we  haue  therefore  oddes. 

Laer.  This  is  to  heauy  :  let  me  fee  another* 

Ham.  This  likes  me  well,  thefe  foiles  haue  all  a  length* 

Ofir.  I  my  good  Lord. 

King.  Set  me  the  (loops  of  wine  vpon  the  table, 
If 'Hamlet  giue  the  firftorfecond  hit, 
Or  quit  in  anfwer  of  the  third  exchange, 
Let  all  the  battlements  their  Ordnance  fire. 
The  King  fliall  drinke  to  Hamlets  better  breath* 
And  in  the  cup  an  Onix  dial!  he  throw, 
Richer  then  that  which  fourefuceffiuc  Kings 
InDenmarkes  Crowne  haue  worne  :  giue  ma  the  cups. 
And  let  the  Kettle  to  th*?  Trumpet  fpeakc, 
The  Trumpet  to  the  Cannoneefe  without, 
The  Canons  to  the  Hcaucns,  the  Hcaucns  to  Earth, 


Prince  of  Denmarke: 

Now  the  King  drinkes  to  Hamlet,  come  begin.  Trumpet* 
And  you  the  Iudges  bcare  a  waric  cy  t.  *A* 

to.  Come  on  fir. 

Laer*  Come  my  Lord. 

Ham.  One. 

j&4*r.  No. 

/faw.  Iudgcmenr. 

Otfr.  A  hit,  a  very  palpable  hit;      Drum,  Trttmfeu  anifiotl 

Laer.  Well,  againe.  Flsurijh,  a  Peecegees  <ffa. 

King.  Stay,  giuc  me  drink,  Hamlet  this Pearle  is  thine. 
Hecre's  to  thy  health,  giuc  him  the  cup. 

Ham.  He  play  this  bout  firft,  fct  it  by  a  while 
Come,  another  hit.  What  fay  you  ? 

Laer.  Idoeconfeft> 

King.  Our  fonne  (hall  winne. 

Que*.  He's  fat  and  leant  of  breath. 
Heeie  Hamlet  take  my  napkin  rub  thy  browes,, 
The  Queene  cai  owfes  to  thy  fortune  Hamlet, 

Ham.  Good  Madam* 

King.  Gertrardy  doe  not  dri'nke, 

Qttee.  I  will  noy  Lord,  I  pray  you  pardon  me. 

King*  It  is  the  poyfned  cup,  it  is  roo  late. 

Ham.  I  dare  not  drinke  yet  Madam,by  and  by*, 

Quee.  Come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face, 
Laer,  My  Lord,  He  hit  him  now. 
King.  I  doe  not  thtnk'r. 

Laer.  And  yet  it  is  almeft  againft  my  confeience,, 

Ham.  Come  for  the  third  Laertes,  you  doc  but  dally*} 
1  pray  you  pafle  with  your  beft  violence 
1  am  fure  you  make  a  wanton  of  me 

Laer.  Say  you  fo  come  on. 

Ofir.  Nothing  neither  way. 

Laer.  Haue  at  you  now* 

King.  Part  them,  they  arc  incenft. 

Ham.  Nay  ccme  againe. 

Cffr.  L  okc  to  the  Queene  there  hoe. 

H  *r*.They  bletd  on  both  fidei,how  is  it  my  Lord? 

Oftr.  How  A\  Laertes  ? 

...  er.  w  i  )  ai  a  V*  oodcock  to  mine  ow/ne  fpringe.  Ofirick^ 

N  a  X 
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1  am  iuftly  kild  with  mine  ownc  treachery. 

Ham.How  docs  the  Queene  ? 

King.  She  founds  to  fee  them  bleed. 

X2ff£*.No,no,thedrink,thc  drink,0  my  deare  Ham} 
Thcdrink/he  drink,I  am  poyfned. 

Ham.  O  villaine !  hoe  let  the  dore  be  lock't, 
Treachery,feck  it  out. 

Laerlx.  is  here  Hamlet  thou  artflaine, 
No  medecine  in  the  world  can  do  thee  good, 
Jn  thee  there  is  nethalfe  an  hcureslife, 
The  treacherous  inftrumcnt  is  in  my  hand 
Vnbated  and  enucnom'd^he  fcule  pra&ifc 
Hath  turn'd  itfelfe  on  me,loehere  I  lye 
Neuer  to  rife  againe :  thy  mother's  poyfned, 

2  am  no  more,  the  King,the  Kings  too  blame. 

Ha.The point  enuenom'd  to,then  venom  to  thy  work 

t^//.Treafon,treafon# 

K$ttg%0  yet  defend  me  friends,I  am  but  hurt. 

HamMctc  thou  inccftious  damned 
Drink  of  this  potion,is  the  Onixe  here  i 
Follow  my  mother, 

Lacr.Hc  is  iuftly  fcrued,it  is  3  poifon  temperd  by  him- 
Exchange  forgiuenefle  with  me  noble  Hamtet,  (felfe 
Mine  and  my  fathers  death  come  not  vpon  thee, 
Nor  thine  on  me. 

Ham.  Heauen  make  thee  free  of  it,I  follow  thee ; 
I  am  dead  #tfr4//0,wretched  Queene  adicw. 
You  that  looke  pale  and  tremble  at  this  chance, 
That  are  but  mutes,or  audience  to  this  aft, 
Had  I  but  time  as  this  fell  Sergeant  Death 
Is  ftri&  in  his  arrcft.  O I  could  tell  you ! 
But  let  it  be ;  Horatio  I  am  dead, 
Thou  liuenVreport  me  and  my  caufe aright 
To  the  vnfatisfied. 

Hora.  Ncuer  beleeue  it ; 
I  am  more  an  antike  Roman  then  a  Da*ep 
Heer's  yet  fome  liquor  left.  * 

Ham.  As  th'art  a  man 
Giue  me  the  cup,lct  goe,by  heauen  He  hate, 


Trim*  o/Dtetnarke. 

O  God  Horatio !  what  a  wounded  name 
Things  (landing  thus  vnknowne,  (hall  I  lcaue  behind  me  ? 
If  thou  didft  euer  hold  mc  in  thy  heart, 
Abfent  thee  from  felicity  a  while, 

And  in  this  harfii  world  draw  thy  breath  in  painc  tA  march  a 
To  tell  my  ftory :  what  warlikcrooifeis  this  ?  f4rre  #jf. 

Enter  Ofrtc\» 

Ofr*  Young  Fortinhrafic  with  conqueft  come  from  ToUxd, 
Th'Embaffadors  of  giues  this  warlike  roily. 

Ham.OldicHerdt/e, 
The  potent  poyfon  quite  ore-growes  my  fpiric, 
I  cannot  liue  to  heare  the  newes  from  Engla»dt 
But  I  do  prophefie  the  eleelion  lights 
On  F  art  tnbr  affect  has  my  dying  yoyce, 
So  tell  him  with  th'occnrrants  more  and  lefle 
Which  haue  folicitcd3the  reft  is  filence. 

Hera.  Now  cracks  a  noble  heart,  good  night  fwect 
And  flight  of  Angels  tinge  thee  to  thy  reft.  (Prince, 
Why  dooes  the  drum  cone  hether  ? 

Enter  Forttnbra$ep'tth  the  Embaffaders. 

Fertin.  Where  is  this  fight  ? 

Hera.  What  is  it  you  would  fee  ? 
If  ought  of  woe,or  wonder  ,ceafe  your  fcarcb. 

Fertm.  This  quarry  cries  on  hauock,0  proud  death 
What  feaft  is  toward  in  thine  etcrnall  cell, 
That  thou  fo  many  Princes  at  a  (hoc 
So  bloudily  haft  ftrooke  } 

Embaf  The  fight  is  difmall 
And  our  affaires  from  England  come  too  late, 
The  eares  are  fenceleffe  that  fhould  giue  vs  hearing, 
To  tell  him  his  commandement  is  fulfill'd, 
That  Rofencram  and  Gujldenftcrne  are  dead, 
Where  fliould  we  haue  our  thanks  ? 

Hora.  Not  from  his  mouth 
Had  it  th'abilicy  of  life  to  thanke  you  ; 
He  neuer  gaue  commandement  for  their  death  j 
But  fince  fo  iump  vpon  this  bloody  qucftion 

N  3  You 


The  Tmgedie  of  Hamlet 

You  from  the  7V/0<r$,warre$,and  you  from  EngUncL 
Are  here  arriued,giue  order  that  thefe  bodies  j 
High  on  a  ibge  be  placed  so  the  view, 
And  let  me  fpeak,to  th'yet  vnknowing  world 
How  thefe  things  came  about ;  fo  fKall  you  hears 
Ofcrucll,bloody  and  vnnaturall  aevts. 
Ofaccidentall  iudgemcnts,  cafuallfl  ughters, 
Of  deaths  put  on  by  cunning,  and  for  no  caufe5 
And  in  this  vpfhot,purpofes  mifloeke, 
Falne  on  the  Inuenters  heads :  ail  this  can  I 
Truely  deliuer. 

Tort.  Let  vs  haft  to  hcare  it, 
And  call  the  nobleft  to  the  audience, 
For  me  with  forrow  I  embrace  my  fortune, 
I  haue  fome  rights  of  memory  in  this  Kingdome, 
Which  now  to  deime  my  vantage  doth  inuite  me* 

Hora.  Of  that  I  (hall  haue  alfo  caufc  to  fpeake, 
And  from  his  m©uth,whofe  voice  wil-draw  nornorc^ 
But  let  this  fame  be  prefently  perform'd 
Euen  while  mens  mindes  are  wilde  ,  leaft  more  mif- 
Oa  plots  and  errors  happen.  chance 

Fort.  Lctfoure  Captaines 
Beare  Hamlet  like  a  Souldier  to  the  ftage, 
For  he  was  likely,had  he  been  pu-t  on, 
To  haue  proued  moft  royall ;  and  for  bis  paffagev 
The  Souldiers  mufick  and  the  right  of  warre 
Speake  loudly  for  him  : 
Take  vp  the  bodies,  luch  a  fight  as  t  his, 
Becomes  the  field,but  here  fhowes  much  amifle. 
Goe  bid  the  Souldicrs  flioor,  H.xttint\ 


£  IN- -IS.. 
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